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POSSESSIVE BOSTON IRISH AMERICAN 
MMA FIGHTER 


My brother’s best friend is a Boston Irish American 
older man. 


He possesses an undefeated record as an MMA fighter, but 
the moment he lays eyes on me he tells me the only thing 
he’s interested in possessing now is me. 


And when this younger woman witnesses him take part in 
a fight for the first time the barbaric violence shouldn’t 
turn me on, but it does. He’s a real man amongst boys in 
and out of the octagon, and I’m ready to be his woman, and 
for the first time in my life | know I’m ready for another 
kind of first time...with him. 


But before my brother’s best friend is able to tell my 
brother about what’s going on between us, he finds out the 
hard way, making him feel like he’s been sucker punched by 
his best friend. 


Can my possessive Boston Irish American older man 
prove to my brother that what we have is real and that this 
MMA fighter will fight harder than he ever has inside the 
octagon, outside of it...for me? 


Or will my brother do his best to make sure my brother’s 
best friend’s beautiful Irish eyes aren’t smiling by 
threatening him with violence of his own, causing me to get 
caught in the middle of two possessive older men...one 
my flesh and blood family and the other | want nothing more 
than to start my own family with knowing what we have will 
last forever. 


But how can | bring myself to come between my brother and 
my brother’s best friend? Will | be forced into a split 
decision of my own...choosing between them with my choice 
causing heartache one way or the other...forever? 


*Possessive Boston Irish American MMA Fighter is an insta- 
everything standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no 
cheating, and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Gavin 
“Gavin, if you win this fight who do you want next?” 


“Didn't | see you at my last fight, Bruce?” | ask the 
uninitiated reporter who’s one of hundreds from all around 
the globe. They’re all here for the same thing. To hear the 
bold claims and guarantees that always come out of my 
mouth at these things. 


But this is different. This is Boston. This is the TD Garden. 
This is home. 


l'm from South Boston, or Southie as it’s Known, and if this 
son of a bitch is gonna challenge me in my own backyard 
then he’s going to get broke off. 


“Yes, | was there,” he says. 
“Did you have your eyes closed?” 
“Excuse me?” 


“There’s no excuse for you. Or your stupid fucking 
question. | obliterated Andujar with a first round knockout 
before you even had your unprofessional ass, and that half 
pint of Modelo Especial you had in your hand, in your seat. 
See, Bruce, | see everything. That’s why I’m the fucking 
champ and you're sitting there asking me stupid questions 
as quickly as they pop into that thick skull of yours. /fl win 


this fight? Hassan will fall in the first round just like all the 
others, if not quicker.” 


| stare him down letting him, and all these other journalists 
know that | may be here to promote my fight, sure, but I’m 
not fucking around here. 


“See Bruce, this is Boston. This is my home. These are my 
people. Working class Irish people. If you knew anything 
about me, or took the time to learn, you would already know 
how this fight is going to end.” 


| pause and ol’ Bruce there looks like he’s gonna need a 
change of underwear real soon, but I’m not letting him off 
the hook just yet. 


“As you can see just by looking at my opponent,” | say 
keeping my eyes focused on Bruce, “his right hand is 
twitching, and when it’s not twitching he’s balling it into a 
fist, if you can call that little pussy’s hand a fist.” 


Hassan jumps from his table and the president of our 
fighting organization, Dan, jumps in-between us. 


“See right there, Bruce. He’s over aggressive. I’m already 
so deep inside his head | can tell you the nightmare’s he’s 
been having about me each and every night since this fight 
was announced. And I can tell you what else he sees. He 
thinks he’s going to ‘shut me up’ with that big right hand of 
his, but that’s where his nightmare always gets even 
worse...with him waking up in a cold sweat. See when he 
goes to unload that overaggressive right hand | will not be 
there, and he knows it. | am like a ghost and he is like a 
zombie. A mindless zombie who will walk right into the trap 
| set for him, but he’ll be too far gone to see them. He will 
overextend and he will be punished. See that’s the thing. 


The twenty-four “opponents” of mine that came before him? 
Some overextended...reaching too far trying to shut me up 
with an oversized punch which left them in a defenseless 
position which | immediately capitalized on. Some shrunk 
into nothingness, but either way the result is the same. 
Complete and utter domination,” | say. 


| pause and now | can literally hear Hassan’s hand spasming 
off the table that is a good ten feet from me. 


“So the question you should have asked, and | will ask it for 
you since you can’t even do that right, is when | beat Hassan 
who do! want next? And the answer to that question is...” 


Suddenly | see a late arriving journalist in the back as | feel 
my grip on the microphone in my hand loosen. 


| do everything | can to keep my eyes on Bruce, but the one 
and only creature on this planet who can bring me to my 
knees has just entered. | don’t even need to look at her 
directly. 


Why? I know all her mannerisms. 


You think | study boxers hard? Well I’ve studied her a million 
times harder. 


The way she moves. The way her hair sways in the wind. 
The way her hips swing as her back arches as her bubble 
butt moves in a way that | can only describe as angelic, and 
angelic is a word someone like me never uses. It’s against 
everything | stand for. 


And right now if | had to stand | couldn’t. My cock is 
immediately rock hard just at the knowledge that she’s in 
the same room as me...for the first time in four years. | 


swear | can even smell her. When it comes to her I’m like a 
Shark. | could pick up one drop of her scent out in the 
vastness of ocean. 


And | also swear on everything that’s good in this world that 
over these past four years she has filled out like a 
motherfucker. 

Damn! 

The way she fills out that virginal white blouse. The way 
those slacks fit her athletic legs. The way her long, golden 
blond hair falls on her shoulders and down her back. The 
way her blue eyes call me, but | can’t break my 
concentration on this question, giving my opponent hope 
that | may not be as focused and intense as I’m famous for. 
But now there’s a new question. An even more important 
one that gives me hope of my own and takes my focus and 
intensity to a level that even | have never experienced. 

It’s like the entire world stopped the moment she walked in. 
Who? 

My best friend’s little sister. 

The only girl who is completely off limits. 

In Southie you live and die by your word, by your honor. 
Family is everything and relationships are real. 

We don’t just help each other move apartments on Saturday 


mornings when the time calls for it. We move mountains for 
each other every fucking day of our lives. 


You lose your job? You’re moving in with me until your back 
on your feet. No questions asked and | won’t take no for an 
answer. 


You haven't eaten? Here, have my sandwich | already ate 
earlier...whether | did or not. 


And | did eat just before this press conference, but | didn’t 
feed. 


Feed my appetite for her. I’ve wanted to devour her for four 
years. Four long damn years since her high school 
graduation party. 


| didn’t see her a whole lot when she was growing up, and it 
didn’t matter then because she was just a kid. But when | 
went to that party something had changed and it wasn’t just 
the fact that she was eighteen then. 


She had become a woman. 


It happens in Southie. You grow up quick or you get sucked 
in...down and under. 


But right now the only thing I can think about is going down 
and under and sucking her clit into my mouth while I stick 
my tongue so far inside her it forms a red carpet straight to 
her G-Spot as she lets her juices flow right into my mouth as 
| drink in her sweetness. 


“Her!” | say and my other hand points directly at her, but 
just as the crowd turns to look towards the back of the room 
she slides sideways disappearing just as quickly as she 
came. 


| swore I’d never pursue her. | swore I’d never let anything 
come between me and her brother Grady. | swore I’d never 
enter their home, or her world, ever again. 


But this is different. She entered my world of her own free 
will which means all bets are off. 


And that means one thing above all others. 
| will find her and pursue her with every last ounce of 
strength | have in my body, and until the end of time if | 


have to, until she is mine. 


And she will be mine. 


CHAPTER 2 


Gracie 


“Oh. My. God,” | say as | plop down on the couch of my four 
hundred and eighty foot studio apartment in Southie not far 
from where I've lived my entire life. 


But | promised myself once | graduated from Boston 
University's College of Communication I’d move out and get 
my own place, no matter how small, unventilated, or lacking 
in other ways that it was. 


But l’d never leave Southie. 
Because of him. 


I’ve had a crush on him since before | even knew what a 
crush was. And my feelings for him have never waned. 


It’s even the reason | studied journalism at the College of 
Communication in the first place. I’d imagined traveling 
around the world with him as he won fights and | was there 
by his side to congratulate him first, and get exclusive 
interviews. 


Interviews that no other journalist could get because they 
couldn’t get close to him. Because they didn’t know him the 
way | did. 


Because they weren’t from here, like us. 


Because their brother isn't his best friend like mine. 


But college had been more difficult than | expected, but not 
due to the course load. Because | was always thinking of 
him. When I was given an assignment I always imagined it 
was real and that my assignment was him. 


And today it was. 


When I learned a few weeks ago that the press conference 
was scheduled for today I’d scraped together every single 
penny I had to my name, and by scraped together | mean I'd 
applied for and gotten another credit card with one of those 
terrible interest rates, and bought my boss an all-inclusive 
Spa package. lI’d even made the booking myself making 
sure the treatments and pampering lasted all morning and 
afternoon. 


And then I tipped the salon a hundred dollars extra to do 
one extra thing that | knew would happen, and it did right 
on cue. 


When my boss Brenda realized her much anticipated day 
trip to the spa “just happened to be” scheduled on the same 
day of the press conference she called the spa and asked to 
change the date. 


And just as they’d promised they told her they had nothing 
available for the next three months so she relented and 
went, and of course | volunteered to go hang out in the 
journalist pit for the sexiest man alive to ever come out of 
Boston, or Ireland, in years. The man who if you could 
combine famous Bostonians Marky Mark Wahlberg, in his 
Calvin Klein underwear days, and Edward Norton, with that 
body he had in American History X, you'd still fall short of 
the ripped Adonis that is Gavin McGregor. 


And Gavin never fell short in any regard. 


Not in his mind, where he was a mental giant in the game of 
mental warfare. 


And certainly not at weigh-ins where every woman alive was 
definitely not looking at the scale to see what the number 
read. The only number that mattered was the one in his 
tight trunks. 


Ten inches. 


It had been debated, discussed, dissected and just generally 
fawned over for the entirety of his career. 


And the latest poll they had on one of his many fan websites 
gave Gavin a “ten” in score, and length, when it came to his 
perfect penis. 


The one every woman that followed mixed martial arts, or 
MMA, wanted...in addition to half the world that didn’t follow 
sports, but did follow him. 


That’s the kind of leader he is. A true warrior. The man 
other men would line up behind to follow into battle, and 
woman would line up to follow into the bedroom. 


But the paparazzi and the press had never uncovered the 
names of any that had succeeded. 


Which gave me hope...and my showerhead and Hitachi 
Magic Wands an ever-increasing workout. 


| say Wands because I’m already on my third. Hell, I’ve even 
named them. 


Number one was simply his name, Gavin. 


Number two was the Irish Assassin because with that one | 
discovered men weren’t the only ones who could fire from 
their sex. 


And the third | nicknamed The Final Chapter. 


Because this was it. | needed to either make my move and 
go after him or stop fantasizing about him, as unlikely as 
that would be to actually do. 


Why? Because Gavin isn’t just one of the many men from 
the tough streets of Southie. He was a man amongst men 
and the only man I ever wanted. 


And as I’ve grown into my love of journalism, and spent so 
much time dreaming and daydreaming about him, | know 
there’s something there he’s not sharing. A secret too big to 
share. 


And | have to know. To let him know that no matter what I’m 
here for him. 


Call me crazy but I think it’s why he’s got the reputation asa 
bad boy and plays the roll of the villain so perfectly. 


| know it’s just a game. I know he’s too smart for those other 
guys. And | know there’s something inside him he’s not 
sharing with anyone else. 


Something that drives him. And one day | want him to drive 
his hips right into me and make a baby with me as we wash 
away whatever sadness is in his past and fill it with joy as we 
start our own life together. 


But before today the chances of that happening were nearly 
nil. 


But after today? Improving. Fast. 


And I’ve spent the last four years plotting, planning, and 
preparing for this moment. 


| took an internship under Dan Shaughnessy in the Boston 
Globe’s world famous sports desk. | worked my tail off and 
that’s how | eventually landed the position | have now, 
although I have a different boss now. 


But the Boston Globe wasn’t enough for me during 
undergrad. It was a means to an end. The Boston Globe 
name gave a wet behind the ears journalist credibility which 
also got me work fact-checking with world famous MMA 
fighting announcer Joe Rogan on his award winning Joe 
Rogan Experience Podcast. And although I never made it 
out to California where he films and records the podcast, | 
was able to form relationships with other members in the 
fight game like Canadian MMA reporting legends Ariel 
Helwani and Robin Black which then led me to work with 
American Brett Okamoto who covers all things MMA for 
ESPN. 


Which got me face time on WCVB-TV, Channel 5, in Boston 
as | used the skills Robin Black taught me to break down a 
fight, and the delivery styles of Ariel and Brett to help 
translate Robin’s way with specifics and psychology toa 
larger audience. 


And now here | am, one of the few, respected woman 
journalists within the MMA. 


And | never had to rely on my brother’s connection to Gavin 
to get here. | earned it fair and square. 


And not only did | earn it, nobody even knows about my 
connection to Gavin, nor is there any proof. 


Gavin is a bit of a recluse. He’s beyond private and very 
careful about who he allows into his tight circle which means 
there are no pictures of us together, and even if there were | 
was just a kid at the time and likely wouldn’t be 
recognizable. 


But I’m not a kid anymore. And I'm not embarrassed to say 
I’m a hunter just like him. 


We're two of a kind. But while he meticulously hunts the 
most dangerous men in the world for the simple purpose of 
destroying them in split seconds, | hunt him with the hopes 
that one day he won’t hurt me by breaking my heart, but 
instead realize just how much alike we are. 


And today was that split second I’ve been waiting for my 
entire life. 


| take a deep breath and click on the WEEI 93.7 FM radio 
app on my phone. It’s one of the most, if not the most, 
famous sports radio station in the world. 


| need to unwind a bit, feeling my heart is still beating way 
to fast from what happened at the press conference. 


If it’s anything like most days they'll talking about Tom 
Brady, the Boston Red Sox, or even the Bruins hockey team, 
whose season just started. 


“Do we know who she is?” the first announcer says. 


“No clue. We’ve got a man inside the TD Garden who pulled 
the surveillance footage but we don’t have a clean look at 
her face.” 


“So the world’s premier fighter, MMA, boxing, or otherwise, 
has a crush on some woman, which was revealed in front of 
a gathering of literally hundreds of journalists who are 
supposed to know every detail of the guys existence, and no 
one seems to know who she is?” 


“Well, that’s the point. It’s not some woman, it’s Gavin’s 
woman.” 


“And we all know that what Gavin wants, Gavin gets.” 


“I’m sure just like as with everything in his life he’ll set his 
mind to it and get it.” 


“Oh he’ll get her all right. The only question is what if 
someone else doesn’t get to her first?” 


“Come again?” 


“Hassan’s manager, Abad, has terrorist ties and apparently 
became a NYPD and FBI informant, but was actually a 
double agent trying to feed them bad information, or no 
information at all.” 


“Whoa. You heard it here first people.” 
“And not only that but apparently he abandoned his son and 


owes over fifty thousand dollars in back child support to the 
child’s mother.” 


“And we all know how much McGregor values loyalty and 
honor.” 


“He’s an Irishman from Southie. That goes unsaid as it’s 
how we do things here.” 


“True, but McGregor takes it to the extreme.” 

“He takes everything to the extreme.” 

“Well, that young lady better take extreme precautions with 
her identity if the opposing camp’s team finds out who 
knows what they might try.” 

“Violence towards women makes me sick.” 

“Disgusting. | agree. Even our famous mobsters from here 
like Whitey Bulger would do no harm to a man if his wife or 
kids were present.” 


“But with these other guys?” 


“It might be real or it might just be a tactic to get inside 
McGregor’s head.” 


“No one gets inside McGregor’s head. He’s the one that gets 
inside theirs.” 


“Well we're going to see over the next two weeks.” 


“Let’s just hope we see the face of this lady the entire city is 
looking for.” 


“Or for her safety...maybe not.” 


| close the app and set my phone on the table in front of me. 


The same table that’s littered with the famous Rizzoli and 
Isles books, which are set in Boston. And every book ever 
written by Southie born Dennis Lehane, who penned Mystic 
River, Gone, Baby, Gone, Live by Night and wrote for The 
Wire and Boardwalk Empire. 


Boston University's College of Communication boasts 
twenty-four Pulitzer Prize winners. | even hoped to become 
one myself one day. 


The last thing | need is to be written about one, or Dennis 
Lehane or Tess Gerritsen, as a story that was “ripped from 
the headlines” if something happens. 


When I walked into that press conference today | wanted to 
make things more personal between Gavin and I. 


And | did. 


But | very apparently made things more personal between 
Gavin and Hassan, and his manager Abad. 


And that’s the last thing | wanted for me, or for Gavin. 
Because all | ever wanted was him, but apparently | went 


and messed up my one shot for that before | ever really even 
got it. 


CHAPTER 3 


Gavin 
| tip back my glass of Proper 12 whiskey neat. No way I’m 
spoiling the spicy flavor with ice. While most brands might 
taste like toffee, coffee, caramel or even anise, | wanted to 
do something different, as | always do in life. 
Like today. 


But today she was the one who reminded me, not that | 
needed it, that she’s different from all the rest. 


I’ve traveled all over this world and seen all kinds of girls 
and none can hold a candle to her. 


And no matter what country | find myself fighting in, or what 
secluded place | go to train, she’s never away from me. 


She’s always in my head...in my mind...and if I’m being 
honest within myself, in my heart. 


Yeah, there’s no point in denying it. Why would I? 


| first started fighting for other reasons, but now | do it for 
one reason and one reason only. 


Her. 


A few more fights and I’m out of this game. I’m already 
thirty and I’ve made a boatload of money. 


And the best part is I’ve never been injured. 


It’s time to walk away soon, and start something new...with 
her. 


That’s one of the reasons | bought this house in Brookline. 
It’s the rich part of Boston, not that I’ve forgotten my roots. | 
still have places in Southie, and I’m not afraid to walk those 
streets any time of the day or night, but | need a place 
where we can go away from all the bright lights and just be 
together. Just the two of us. 


But no one knows about my plan but me, even though | 
tipped my hand earlier today. 


She does that to me...makes me lose control. Hell, | lose 
control in the ring sometimes just thinking about her. How 
was | supposed to act when she actually showed up like 
that? 


I’m aman who knows what he wants and | want her, but | 
have to stay away, even though | know one day we'll be 
together. 


But | wasn’t expecting it this soon, but now that | laid eyes 
on her again | know | can’t waste anymore time. 


And speaking of waste, my manager said | wasted that 
entire press conference today. He told me creating 
tremendous hype and driving my opponent crazy is my 
thing. I’m known for it. It’s how | win the fight before | ever 
step into the ring. 


But today? My wrestling boots were made for walking 
because after | said, “her,” | walked right out of that press 
conference. 


Now all the attention is off the fight and on her. 


My manager thinks | missed my chance to really destroy 
Hassan today, even though | already told him he’s a goner. 
Mentally so now. Physically the first minute of our match. 


| tip back my drink again and just think of her, my cock 
growing harder by the second. 


Whoever came up with the term whiskey dick never laid 
eyes on my woman, nor will they. 


l'Il never let anyone near her, not even let so much as a 
finger on her. She’s mine and mine alone. 


And the thought of her has my rod throbbing with pain and 
pushing the grey sweatpant shorts I’m lounging in straight 
up to the ceiling making them look more like a tent than 
clothing. 


As | fantasize of “clothing” her naked body with nothing 
more than my kisses. 


Taking my time too. Getting in there and exploring every 
little twist...every little turn...and every little crease. 


Especially the one | want most. 


That sweet pussy of hers that | know she’s been saving just 
for me. 


But it’s a two-way street, because | haven’t ever been with a 
woman in my entire thirty years. Hell, | haven’t even 
fantasized about another. 


I’ve shot thousands of loads, and | mean thousands, to the 
thought of her. 


Talk about a waste of good seed. 


We could have already started a family by now. Hada 
couple little Gavin Juniors running around and some Gracie 
Juniors too. 


And soon we will. Very, very soon. 


But | had to wait first. To let her finish college. To let her 
pursue her dream. 


And now that she has it’s time to go and get what’s mine. 
Her. 


| tried to deny myself. | tried to let her go off to college and 
meet a safe guy. Someone with a nice house in the suburbs 
who wants nothing more than two point five kids and a 
white picket fence with her. Someone named Peter, or 
something, who mows the lawn every Saturday morning at 
nine o’clock sharp. “Don’t want to disturb the neighbors,” is 
what he would say, but he’d never say the things, whisper 
the things, into her ear that’d make her purr like a kitten. 


Yeah, | gave her a shot at the kind of guy who’s home every 
weeknight from Monday to Friday at 5:30 sharp for the rest 
of his life to eat the dinner she prepared. The guy who 
never misses a kids soccer game, even though he doesn’t 
have an athletic bone in his body. 


But what did she do? 


She came looking for me. 


| gave her a chance and she chose me. 

Damn right she did. 

Because I’m nowhere near safe. 

Home every night at 5:30 after getting off work? What’s 
that? How about fifty-three countries visited in our first ten 
years together as a couple. That sounds about right, five 


and a half per year. 


Make her moan my name in Monaco. Make her scream in 
Seville. Make her cry out in pleasure in Paris. 


And that’s just Western Europe. 


Eat her sweet pussy in Australia. Bury my cock in her in 
Canada. Feel her from the inside in England. 


And of course look so deep into her eyes in Ireland that | can 
see her soul and she can see mine. 


| want to see this entire world with her, and our family. 


| take another sip and feel the pain in my balls which are 
already pulled up high ready to fire. 


Fuck | could come in my shorts like a horny high school 
senior just thinking of all the things | want to do to her. 


But first | have to find her, and find a way to tell her brother 
my plans. 


Let him know this is real. Let him know that | don’t just want 
him as a brother as in the way we refer to each other, but as 


a brother-in-law. 

Tell him | couldn’t help myself. Try and tell him this was 
beyond my control. Show him that she was put on this earth 
just for me. 


And show her for the rest of our time on this beautiful earth 
that she means everything to me. 


But first | have to show her I’m playing for keeps...forever. 


CHAPTER 4 


Gracie 
The next afternoon 


| spent all of last night watching the highlights of Gavin’s 
press conference from the day before to prepare my story for 
submission today. 


And then | proceeded to lie in bed and imagine ways this 
professional fighter could submit me. 


His body on top of mine as | experienced my first time with 
the only man I’ve ever wanted. But | don’t know if 
“experience” is the right word, because I’m not planning on 
experiencing that part of life with anyone else. Ever. 


Our first lovemaking session. The first of many. 


And once | got the semantics straight in my head | could not 
fall asleep for the life of me...as | dreamed of him putting a 
life inside my stomach and nine months later celebrating 
our creation. Together. 


But somehow | managed to get my story submitted and 
approved. Luckily my boss was still on cloud nine from the 
prior day at the spa so she didn’t think to check the source 
of the audio files | presented, which | pulled from the 
Associated Press news wire that journalists rely on. 


| expect she thought they were my own, and | never had to 
own up to the fact that they weren’t. 


But Gavin is a quote machine, and it’s not exactly expected 
that all the media present can get close enough to him to 
get some off the cuff comments, especially considering 
everything he says is off the cuff. 


And that’s what draws people to him, including me. 


He may seem like a crazy bad boy but he speaks the truth 
and it resonates loud and clear. 


And the minute | step outside the Boston Globe offices at 
the end of the day something else resonates loud and clear. 


The sound of a matte black Ducati superbike that sits across 
the four lanes of one-way traffic on State Street, where our 
offices are located in the financial district of Boston, just 
revved its engine. 


And even though the helmet of the driver has a tinted visor, 
| can easily tell that the driver’s head is squared up right on 
me. 


| don’t have to turn around to make sure he’s not looking at 
someone behind me, especially after the four fingers of his 
left hand come off the clutch as he motions towards me ina 
come hither motion. 


| look to my right and see there’s a gap in traffic and | take 
it, moving quickly across the street glad | wore a pair of flats 
today. 


But as | approach him his right hand comes up from beside 
the bike and | quickly see it’s holding a futuristic matte 
black helmet that perfectly matches the sleek, powerful 
design of the machine that sits underneath him. 


And as soon as | have my helmet on and his hand reaches 
out to me, it will be underneath me too. 


But the moment my hand touches his | freeze up, and so 
does he. 


But there’s nothing cold about his touch. 


That visor may be darker than night, but | know his eyes are 
locked on mine from underneath. A moment passes 
between us and suddenly | feel our hands shoot skyward 
and my body spin around one revolution right into him as he 
pulls me in close as a driver in our lane lays on the horn. 


“Get out of the road lady!” the man shouts, but his helmet 
never turns. 


Our helmets are practically touching and if we didn’t have 
helmets on right now I’m not sure if there would be any 
Space between our faces...or our lips. 


Without removing his hand from mine he guides me onto the 
back of the bike, helping me on as I get in position and put 
my feet on the pegs. 


He brings our hands around the front and places them in the 
middle of his chest and even with the back of my hand | can 
feel the power of his pectoral muscles. 


He rotates my hand around and places my fingers flat on his 
body. 


My heart was already beating out of my chest just from the 
sight of him. 


My panties were wet when he saved me from that car. 


And now that | have my hands on him for the first time in my 
life | know if I’m not careful I will climax right here and now. 


And that slight purr of the bike in-between my legs 
providing the most pleasurable sensation directly to my 
pussy isn’t helping either. 


Once | get my hands wrapped around him as best as | can, 
and he pats my hands to make sure my grip is tight, | feel 
the bike slowly glide forward and then we are moving. 


I'd never trusted anyone enough to get on the back of a 
motorcycle with them, but when it comes to Gavin I’d go to 
the moon if he asked to me...and | know he’d be there to 
hold my hand. 


But I’m the one who’s got a hold of him right now and my 
hands “accidentally” slide down and up just a few inches as 
we head southeast. 


Less than a minute later we’re on the Summer Street Bridge 
crossing the Fort Point Channel, just next to the Congress 
Street Bridge which is very near the approximate area where 
the Boston Tea Party took place. 


And | know the last place this heavily muscled MMA fighter 
from Southie plans to take me is to a tea party of any kind. 


But my mind starts racing trying to imagine why he picked 
me up and where he wants to go. 


Only five minutes later | have my answer...Castle Island. 


He switches off the engine which is my cue to get off | 
assume, but | can’t for the life of me remove my hands from 
him. 


| feel his body lean back as his feet find the ground and his 
hands find my hamstrings and | wonder what in the heck is 
about to happen. 


| immediately get my answer when | feel the bike tip 
sideways, finding the kickstand as he lifts both our far legs 
up and over the bike as he pivots he walks away from it with 
me on his back as he carries me away in a piggy back ride. 


Every journalism major knows that the jobs at newspapers 
are extremely competitive and if you’re lucky enough to 
land one you better be prepared to work eighty hour weeks 
at least your first few years. That means not a lot of time to 
go to the gym, and often you find yourself rushing to eat 
something which results in choices that are far from healthy. 


So I’m not exactly in the best shape of my life, and | 
wouldn't say I’m exactly on the lighter end of the scale right 
now, but he just did that graceful maneuver over the top of 
a few hundred pound motorcycle in a way that seemed so 
effortless it was as if | was an empty backpack, and not a 
woman holding onto his back from behind. 


As always just being in his presence makes me feel so light 
and feminine. It’s a feeling that shoots right to my core and 
requires no words on his part. 


A few minutes later he’s sitting us down on the sand at 
Pleasure Bay’s beach, and | sure am hoping that it’s going to 
live up to its reputation real quick. 


And when he takes off his helmet, and | take off mine, the 
intensity with which he looks at me tells me it just might be 
a real possibility. 


“It’s been four years, four months, and four days,” he says. 


No math is required for me to know he’s talking about my 
high school graduation party, but | didn’t realize it was a 
triple four situation. 


“Four years, four months, and four days too long,” | Say. 


“One second was too long. Four years, four months, and four 
days was like torture,” he says. 


| say nothing, just continuing to take in his intensity and his 
words, which cause my hands to start shaking. 


Without moving his eyes from mine | feel his hand come 
down on top of mine as he takes it in his and brings it 
towards his chest while his empty hand takes my other 
hand. 


But he doesn’t stop at his chest. My hand rises up to just in 
front of his mouth and he rolls my hand over allowing me to 
feel his breath on my wrist, just before he leans in and kisses 
it gently, his eyes still locked on mine. 


I’m a journalist by profession, and when I’m not writing I’m 
reading. 


My favorites are Dennis Lehane and Tess Gerritsen, as 
witnessed by my coffee table at home...but | read 
everything, including cheesy romance novels. 


At least | thought my guilty little pleasures were cheesy until 
right...freaking...now. 


Because | swear | feel a transfer of energy from his lips to my 
wrist that shoots through my entire body before it all seems 
to speed through my arteries and veins and up throughout 
my central nervous system to my spine and across the top of 
my head, which causes my hair to rise, until it all converges 
on my heart and | feel like I’ve been shocked by one of those 
automated external defibrillators. 


And not just my heart has been shocked, but my entire 
being. 


My mind feels like it’s on repeat. I’ve never felt so alive as 
when he saved me from that car. Then I never felt as alive 
as when I was on the back of his bike, the vibration below 
me and his body in my hands. 


But that soft, simple kiss on my wrist while his eyes never 
wavered from mine takes me to the next level and | feel my 
inner thighs starting to quake, knowing my panties are 
already well-beyond completely soaked through, and | 
quickly reach across with my other hand and pinch the flap 
of skin between my thumb and forefinger, trying to inflict 
just a little bit of pain in my body to try and focus my mind 
somewhere else than on the fact that I’m so close to 
climaxing right here and now...fully clothed. 


That’s the kind of energy and intensity he has. That’s how 
he gets inside these fighter’s minds and wins before they 
ever step foot in the ring. 


And that’s how he’s already inside my head, possessing my 
mind and thoughts and all he’s said are a bunch of 


numbers. | practically orgasmed at just the sound of his 
gravelly voice reciting numbers and his touch. 


But they weren’t just any numbers. They were our numbers. 


And it wasn’t just anyone’s touch. It was his touch and he 
does it like no other. 


“It was like torture for me too,” | say. 


“It’s time to end this agony. I’m here to take what’s mine, 
and for you to do the same,” he says as he leans in closer, 
the tips of his fingers finding my cheek. 


“From this point forward you are mine and only mine.” He 
pauses as he gazes at me like I’m the most beautiful thing 
he’s ever laid eyes on. “Forever,” he says as he closes that 
final gap, my upper body turning to square up to his. 


| feel his breath on my mouth as my lips part ever so 
Slightly. The tingle in my cheek from his touch. The smell of 
the ocean breeze drowned out by his own masculine scent. 


And then | feel my head lean forward just so slightly as | 
can’t take it any longer and apparently neither can he as his 
head does the same and our lips meet for the first time and | 
feel like I’ve died and gone to heaven. 


| feel weightless, like a bottle at sea with a note in it. 


Well that theoretical bottle has washed ashore and he’s 
found it, read the note, and taken action. 


His kiss conveys his message crystal clear but he reiterates 
it with words to hammer the point home. 


“You. Are. Mine,” he says as his lips leave mine ever so 
slightly but our hunger for each other quickly brings our lips 
back together, but this time our kiss isn’t the sweet thing 
that makes Hollywood movie endings, it’s the feral, 
passionate kind, that plays on the high number TV channels 
after midnight after the kids have gone to bed after a long 
day of playing and the adults take over with another kind of 
playing of their own. 


And the way he treats me makes me feel like even more of 
an adult. His seriousness and his commitment to forever. 


And more than anything what I want now is for him to make 
me a woman as our faces intertwine as his hand runs 
through my hair and down the side of my neck as my own 
hands find his chest and then his abdominals as | feel the 
ridges before taking his jawline in a possessive grasp as he 
does the same. 


Because we are exactly that. Two of the same. Two people 
from the mean streets of Southie, where people say what 
they mean and mean what they say. 


And when he says forever | know he means forever. 


CHAPTER 5 


Gracie 
The next evening 


Last night at Castle Island was intense and everything I'd 
ever wanted...almost. 


The area closed at seven o’clock so we got out of there a 
little before, not wanting to be recognized by anyone, 
especially security guards. 


People in law enforcement, and many security guards are ex- 
law enforcement or have a strong interest in it, are some of 
Gavin’s biggest fans. 


We didn’t need word getting out that he was spotted with 
the mysterious girl, or spotted in public at all. 


Which is why he told me to meet him today at this secluded 
restaurant run by an old couple that we’ve known for years. 
All they serve is Irish stew and the sound of it had me 
thinking about it all afternoon. It’s all I’ve wanted for awhile 
and much heartier than the things I’ve been eating lately. 


| waited for my boss to leave at eight o’clock and then took 
an Uber over to within a couple of blocks to the restaurant, 
walking the last minute to the back entrance where Gavin 
was waiting as he said he’d be. 


It feels pretty exciting sneaking around like this. Not going 
directly to the restaurant so there’s no permanent record on 


Uber if it ever comes to it. And Gavin couldn’t risk coming 
and picking me up as by the time we left Castle Island social 
media was already trending with questions as to whether or 
not the matte black motorcycle meant Gavin was back in 
town. 


And of course the bigger question was whether or not the 
blond hair flowing from underneath the helmet on the 
woman wrapped around him on the bike from behind was 
the same woman from the press conference. 


#Gavin’sGirl? was easily the most popular trending hashtag 
on social media. It actually worked a bit in our favor as half 
the girls my age in Boston were posting shots of themselves, 
with their faces hidden or obstructed, and then tagging 
themselves with the hashtag. 


It was perfect actually. Everyone was attempting to be me, 
or at least give that impression to get likes, and it meant 
that the search for Gavin's girl was literally like finding a 
needle in a haystack at this point. 


We sneak into the restaurant and sit at the table furthest at 
the back. The owners have known us since we were kids 
and without our asking they even dim the lights in all of the 
restaurant even though I notice no one else is inside. 

“No one’s here,” | say to Gavin. 


“Nor will there be. | reserved the place for tonight so we can 
just relax and enjoy ourselves.” 


“The entire place?” 


“The whole thing, just for us, baby.” He raises his glass of 
whiskey to my glass of wine and we toast. “To us,” he says. 


“To us,” | say. After taking a sip | ask, “Is it okay to be 
drinking this close to the fight? | don’t want to be a bad 
influence.” 


“Listen to me,” he says leaning in closer to me and putting 
his hand underneath my jaw, cupping it gently and making 
me feel things | shouldn’t be feeling in public, although 
we're not exactly in public right now. “Your the best thing 
that’s ever happened to me. There’s not a lick of bad about 
you. And as a matter of fact,” he says as he leans in and 
licks my cheek. 


“Hey!” | giggle and he laughs as well. 


“Just like | though. You’re too sweet,” he says and | blush at 
his words. 


“Thank you,” | Say. 


He just leans in and kisses me for the first time tonight. | 
actually like how he doesn’t reply to my words of thanks. 
He’s a true man and he doesn’t need to be thanked for 
treating a lady how she wants to be treated. He’s definitely 
a huge breath of fresh air from the boys who were in my 
classes up until this past spring at Boston University. 


Sure, many were great and very nice, but they were just 
boys. They were still figuring out who they are. They didn’t 
have that way about them, or that kind of self-assuredness 
and self-confidence, that a real man has. It’s becoming more 
and more rare these days. But what isn’t rare is the heaps of 
praise they give Gavin when they talk about how he made it 
out of Boston to become the most famous and most 
successful athlete of this generation. 


Most of the kids at college were from the wealthier parts of 
Boston, and society in general. They didn’t know me nor my 
past, and | didn’t volunteer our past, not that there really 
was much of one at that point. 


I’d just listen quietly as they lauded him while we worked in 
group projects. Sometimes I'd feign ignorance or just 
suggest we stay focused, because any time people around 
me wanted to talk about Gavin my mind would immediately 
wander to the things | wanted him to do to me, and the 
things | wanted to do to him, and it would take hours to get 
my mind back on track, in the cases | was able to refocus at 
all. 


But now here we are. He’s sitting right next to me making 
me feel like the luckiest girl in the world and then like a true 
gentleman he directs the conversation in a way most other 
men couldn’t or wouldn't. 


“What goals and aspirations do you have?” he asks. 


Here he is a well-traveled man with many stories I’m sure, 
and he’s asking some girl fresh out of college what she 
wants to do. I’m sure my life experiences so far and my 
goals pale in comparison to his, but | appreciate his gesture 
and prepare to let him into my heart. 


“Besides being yours?” | say. 


“That’s no longer a goal. That’s a reality and you know 
that,” he says taking my hand in his as the single candle 
flickers at our table. 


“It probably sounds crazy, but as someone who put a lot of 
effort into getting a journalism degree and who is working a 
lot of hours now...I’d like to win the Pulitzer.” 


“For excellence in journalism,” he says. 

“Yes. Exactly that.” 

“The investigative journalism category I’d assume?” 
“Why do you say that?” | ask. 


“Because | know you, and | know of you through a few 
stories from your brother. You’re both introverted and 
inquisitive. You like to get to the bottom of things and to 
find the truth no matter how deep you have to dig and how 
long it takes. And even though you’re introverted when you 
start digging and that need for the answer consumes you 
you’re able to, let’s say, become an extrovert in order to get 
the job done.” 


| take a sip of my wine. He says nothing because he doesn’t 
need to. 


“I may be the writer, but you just read me like an open 
book.” 


“I’ve read your work. It’s very good. | can easily see you 
winning that award.” 


“Thank you, but it’s mostly sports related. Those kinds of 
stories typically don’t win.” 


“What if there was a sports story that dug at the core of the 
human fabric? One that was both investigative and could 
move people at the same time. One that was so big, just by 
publishing it your story would be debated and discussed in 
sports bars around the country in addition to the highest 


levels of academia...at least the ones that deal with 
psychology that is.” 


| pause trying to think about what he’s referring to. And | 
also feel so grateful that he’s back in town and here at 
dinner less than two weeks away from one of the biggest 
fights in this history of MMA he’s thinking about me. 


And | get chills just thinking about the assignment to write 
such a story. 


“Where would | find a story like that?” | ask. 


“It’s sitting right in front of you.” 


CHAPTER 6 


Gracie 


“The trouble with Hassan and all the things from his past?” | 
ask as we go from sitting side by side to him turning my 
body and chair more to face him. I’m extremely intrigued 
and extremely thankful that he thought of me for whatever 
he has. 


| feel the wheels in my mind spin and a quick thought enters 
and exits my head. He’s the only man who can give me 
butterflies and make me feel need, but in addition to that he 
can stimulate my mind like no one else has. The majority of 
the general public probably just sees him as a loud-mouthed 
man who’s taken too many knocks to the head. 


But I’m dying to know where he’s heading with what he’s 
holding onto. And I’m in heaven for being with the only guy 
who could ever stimulate me both emotionally and mentally, 
and at the same time just add fuel to the fire. 


“You won’t have any trouble with Hassan. | won’t let him, or 
anyone, near you. What I’m talking about is a different kind 
of troubles.” 


“Are you in danger?” 


“Not those kinds of troubles. The Troubles,” he says and | 
can’t pick up on his cryptic speak. 


“What do you mean The Troubles?” 


“The conflict in Northern Ireland during the late twentieth 
century. Internationally it was known as the Northern 
Ireland conflict, but back home it was just referred to as The 
Troubles.” 


| pause feeling a bombshell about to be dropped as the tiny 
hairs on my arms stand at attention as | can literally feel all 
the skin on my body become covered with goose bumps. 


“Back home? We might be Irish in name, mannerisms, and 
in regards to the community we grew up in and the people 
we know and understand, but we’re Americans, Gavin.” 


He brings the triple distilled whiskey, with its hints of 
vanilla, honey, and toasted wood, that has been crafted at 
lreland’s oldest distillery using the Isle's freshest spring 
water and the finest golden grain and single malt to his lips 
and | watch as the entirety of the liquid gold in his glass 
slides down his throat. 


“Speak for yourself.” 


CHAPTER 7 


Gavin 


It’s a secret I’ve held my entire life and now it’s time to let it 
out. 


It’s time to not only cleanse what’s inside me but to give this 
woman that I love more than anything in the world a gift. 
The kind of gift that you cannot find in stores. The kind of 
gift that will make her professional career take off like a 
rocket. 


| pray to god that she wins the Pulitzer with this information 
so | can be there to hug her tight and kiss her hard and tell 
her how proud | am of her when she takes the information 
I’m about to give her and spins it into an emotional piece 
that resonates with the world. 


And the timing now is right. The world is hungry for 
information not only about me and this fight, but about her. 


Who is she? 

Where is she from? 

How does she know me? 

Well, this is her chance to answer all those questions and at 
the same time to raise questions about my past, and let the 


reader fill in the blanks with their own answers whether right 
or wrong. 


I’m a strong man. | can take every pound of criticism l'Il get 
for every ounce of accolades. 


But the point is people will talk, and they’ll not only talk 
about me, but about her. 


And about us. 


And it’s one hell of a way to let the world know she is mine, 
but this way will be immediate and final. 


There will be no doubt by anyone on this entire planet. 
When they see her after this article is published they will 
know she is mine and mine alone. 


And if you’re foolish enough to mess with her then you're 
going to get the bull, the horns, the hooves, and the snarl 
and kicking and everything that goes with it when I charge 
at them and drop them to the ground and on their backs ina 
manner that they will never get up again. 


Because she is mine and as a warrior that is what I do. | 
fight to protect my own, and she is my number one. 


“I was not born in America. | was born in Dublin.” 

“Dublin? You're from Southie. Have you lost your mind?” 

| like the fire inside her. The way she challenges what she 
does not believe to be true, even if it came from me. And do 
| ever love her passion. 


“When did your brother meet me?” 


“Seventh grade. | know that for a fact.” 


“And why did we meet in seventh grade?” 


“Because you went to different elementary schools, but 
then...” her words trail off. “Where did you go to elementary 
school?” 


“| didn’t.” 


“But you can’t just start school in seventh grade. Is this a 
publicity stunt or a joke, Gavin? | know you're a prankster, 
my brother’s told me, but if you’re pulling my leg | swear...” 


A vision of me behind her pulling her hair as | take her as 
she’s pinned against the wall in the restaurant flashes 
through my mind, causing me to pause for a moment to 
collect myself while my underwear collects the pre-cum 
that’s already formed at the tip of my cock. 


“This is not a joke. We’ll walk through it together and it will 
make sense at the end.” 


“Okay,” she says in a more hushed tone. “I believe you, and 
I’m sorry for questioning you.” 


“Doubt is good. It’s one of the things | like most about you. 
You question everything until you find the truth, and | want 
you to see the truth in me. I’ve kept this to myself for a long 
time and it’s time to share it with you.” 


“Thank you,” she says as her hand comes up from her lap 
and places it on mine. 


“My parents were killed during The Troubles. They were 
both fighters in the Northern Ireland Conflict, so as you can 
see | was born to fight...to stand up for what | believe in. It’s 
what my parents did. McGregor’s stand up for what is right. 


And what we have is right and you know l'Il fight for it, and 
for you, forever,” | say as | bring her hand up to my mouth 
and kiss that delicate skin along the inside of her wrist. | 
can feel her pulse underneath my lips and | don’t know 
whose heart is beating faster, hers or mine. 


“After they were killed | was sent to live with my aunt, but of 
course like any young boy who'd lost his parents | started 
lashing out. | was angry at the world. Pissed off that I’d 
been dealt a bad hand and | was going to take it out on 
anyone and anything, women excluded of course. 


“But my father’s sister couldn’t manage me by herself. | was 
way more than a handful and she had some demons of her 
own to deal with, so very reluctantly she found a family here 
in the States that couldn’t conceive and was looking for a 
boy. It seemed like the perfect fit. They were one of the few 
families anywhere that was not just willing to, but interested 
in, taking a boy my age. People always want babies so at 
first glance it looked like I’d lucked out. 


“Well, after | arrived | realized right away | didn’t bring the 
luck of the Irish with me across the pond. 


“The male in charge of the house thought he could beat me 
and that he could put his hands on me in other ways too. 


“No way in hell | was going to allow either. 


“So one night he tried to come into my room when | was 
sleeping, but | woke up and wasted no time putting himina 
wheelchair, and then the police put him in jail and social 
services put me in a foster home. 


“That’s why I never invited your brother over to ‘my place.’ 
It was because | never had one to begin with. It’s why we 


always met at the Boston Athletic Club and not my non- 
existent back yard. 


“It’s why there were never sleepovers at my house and why 
my parents were ‘always out of town’ whenever anyone 
asked. Yeah, they were out of town all right. They were six 
feet under back in Dublin, where | was born and where | 
belonged. 


“At least that’s how | always felt until | met your brother and 
your family. 


“Your parents took me in and made me feel like one of their 
own. The way your mom asked one time if she could meet 
my mother and how she realized | wasn’t telling her the 
whole truth when | told her they were “out of town for 
awhile.” And the way she just accepted my answer and 
didn’t press for anything else. She just let me be me and 
was willing to accept whatever | was willing to give her, 
never asking for anything and never digging for information. 


“She loved me and treated me like her own. 


“But still | had unresolved anger issues, and thought | 
always would...until you walked into that press conference. 


“And at that moment | knew the girl I’d seen at her 
eighteenth birthday party, the one | wanted so bad was 
ready for me too. 


“Forever. 


“Because before that | could never tell you how | truly felt. | 
had to stay away, to honor your family. It wasn’t right to 
pursue you, even though | knew one day soon | was going to 
lose that battle and pursue you anyways. 


“To be honest I’ve been planning this for a long time. 


“No one knows this, but I’ve decided this is my last fight. 
I’ve made enough money to last ten lifetimes, but all | want 
is one incredible lifetime with you. 


“And when I saw you the other day it’s like all the anger 
issues just melted away. Like that chip on my shoulder just 
fell off and hit the floor and cracked into a million pieces. 


“Don’t get me wrong, | can bring it back if anyone messes 
with us. l'Il be more than happy to do that. 


“But it’s time for a different chapter in my life. And I’m 
ready for it. 


“And that chapter is to love you. 


“So | want you to know that you have nothing to worry about 
with that guy I’m fighting and his team. 


“Nothing. 


“They're not going to give you any troubles and my troubles 
from the past are gone as well. 


“The only trouble you will ever have to worry about is which 
wedding dress to pick out and even that won’t be a problem 
because | will get you whatever one you want in the entire 
world. From Vera Wang to Valentino. Just tell me the one 
and it’s yours, because you are mine.” 


CHAPTER 8 


Gracie 
“I don’t know what to say,” | say as the back of my wrist 
goes for the side of my face, trying to catch the tears that 
are falling. 
But Gavin is too quick. He’s got a napkin dabbing them 
away for me already. | guess that’s why he’s the knockout 
artist...quick hands. 
But his words right now just knocked me out. 
It seems so obvious now. | can’t believe | missed the signs, 
even though I was much too young at the time | could have 
figured it out later. 
Or my brother could have figured it out at least. 


But that doesn’t matter. 


All that matters is loving him for who he is and what we 
have and more importantly what we can build together. 


A home full of love. 
“Just say yes when the time is right,” he says. 


“Okay,” | say in between sniffs as | nod and then start 
smiling and laughing. “I can do that.” 


“It’s coming soon. Don’t think for a second that it’s not. But 
right now I’ve got this fight to focus on...and you’ve gota 
Pulitzer prize to win.” 


“| doubt it,” | say, but laugh. 


“Don’t doubt it. Believe it. See it. Then deliver the work 
that will get it. And | know that’s exactly what you’re going 
to do.” 


He has this way of saying things that makes them so 
convincing, so believable. Even the outlandish comments 
he makes...it seems like he’s visualized them before and 
now he’s bringing his vision right into existence. 
And his confidence makes me feel confident too. It’ 
contagious in the best way possible. 


S 


We enjoy an amazing dinner of laughs, tears, touches on the 
arm, cheek, and sometimes other “accidental” grazes and 
grabs as well as he goes into more detail about his past... 
...and tells me how much he’s looking forward to his future. 


And by his future he means our future...together. 


CHAPTER 9 


Gracie 
A week and a half later 
The last ten days have been an absolute blur. 


I’ve spent time with Gavin when we were able to bend our 
schedules enough so they would align, but those times were 
few and far between...and very brief. 


But it’s okay. 


He told me he doesn’t want to share our first time together 
until after all of this is over and we can go somewhere and 
enjoy it together. There’s no way he wants to rush me into 
bed just to claim me, even though we both know we both 
want that physical part. 


But | know in the long run we'll both appreciate waiting and 
making it special. 


But someone who’s not waiting on me at all is my boss 
Brenda. 


She’s dying to find out the name of “Gavin's girl,” and she’s 
tasked me with that in addition to my regular workload... 
which has spiraled out of control each day as the “local” 
hero gets closer to his match. 


If only they knew. And they will soon enough, because I’ve 
been drinking so much coffee around the clock it’s 


practically like I’ve got it on an IV drip in order to stay 
focused and get all my work done. 


In addition to working on my “perfect Pulitzer piece” as 
Gavin calls it. He’s answered all my questions that come up, 
but he tells me he doesn’t want to read it until the same 
moment everyone else does. He wants that shock of hearing 
about it and discovering it himself. 


| feel like that just adds pressure on my shoulders. It would 
be so much easier if | could get his approval after | finished 
it and before | released it, but he insists. 


And | insist on pulling all-nighters at work, telling Brenda I’m 
closing in on “Gavin's Girl,” knowing that my piece will 
reveal everything about my Mr. Everything. 


And the night before the weigh-in, which is the day before 
the fight, | read over my final draft one more time and 
realize it’s the best piece of journalism I’ve ever written. | 
know it’s good for my skill level right now, but more 
importantly | feel like it’s a piece that would be considered 
pretty good for even the most accomplished of journalists. 


| want to say it’s a masterpiece, but | don’t want to get my 
hopes up too high. 


And speaking of hopes, my wish that my brother will come 
up from Florida for the weekend to watch the fight is 
answered when Gavin tells me he’s left him a ticket at the 
box office and Grady told him he’d be here. “I won’t miss it 
for the world,” | think were his actual words. 


And that’s another reason Gavin wanted to wait on my piece 
and our first time. He wants Grady to know about us first. 


He says he deserves to know we've got something special 
before the whole world knows it. 


| agree and admire Gavin's discipline and loyalty. | guess 
that’s part of what makes him Irish, and definitely what 
makes him the best MMA fighter in the history of the sport. 


| print out a final copy of my piece and shove it in my drawer 
at my desk at The Globe, and then eject the USB thumb 
drive where I’ve been saving it. No way am I going to put it 
on the servers or somewhere on my hard drive where it 
might get discovered. 


This is my Mona Lisa and it’s all mine. 


And tomorrow morning I'll give it a once over and then let 
the events of the weekend unfold before | walk into Brenda’s 
office on Monday morning and hand the printed copy over to 
her first thing and watch her reaction as she reads through 
it. 


Then l'Il know whether or not I’ve got a chance. 


But regardless of what happens with my professional life | 
know I’ve got a lot more than a chance with Gavin. 


It’s a sure thing. Him and my love for him. 
And l'm already imagining making love to him as we climax 


together as he fills me with his seed and we begin our 
family...together. 


CHAPTER 10 


Gavin 


| walk into the South Boston Boys & Girls Club completely at 
peace. 


There are so many things that will come out in the next few 
days and they will all be “scooped” by my investigative 
journalist woman. 


| don’t know if I’m more excited for myself, knowing that this 
is my final fight while no one else but the two of us do, or 
knowing that she’s going to make a big name for herself in 
the media world within days. 


If it was up to me she would never work. I’d have her with 
me all the time, but | also know that she wants a career, and 
being able to help her be the best at what she wants makes 
me feel like even more of a man. 


A man who can provide financially for sure, but can also 
provide the things in life that money can’t buy. 


Hassan takes the scale first and weighs-in right on the 
number. 


| take the scale just after and land right on the number as 
well. 


But what many people don’t know is that from this moment 
until the start time we will hydrate to a point where we'll 


both gain well over ten pounds, likely closer to twelve to 
fifteen. 


So by the time you see us both tomorrow we'll look like 
different people. 


But first he needs to see me one more time. To look in my 
eyes as | look in his and see the fear that | know is there. 


We get face to face in the famous stare down position that 
boxing fans love. And | love it too, because the body 
language and the eye movements are all “tells,” just like in 
a game of poker, that reveal things the opponent doesn’t 
want revealed. 


I’m so calm it’s almost scary, and | can see the fear in 
Hassan’s eyes, but | alSo see a bit of a smirk on his face. 
Normally those are forced reactions to cover up anxiety and 
worry, but his looks more legitimate than most. 


After about ten seconds we’re separated and | turn to go, 
knowing what fate beholds him tomorrow. 


But just as | get to the steps | hear a voice behind me. 


“Gracie ain’t gonna be your saving grace, McGregor. And 
you’re not gonna be able to save her either.” 


My blood boils at the sound of someone else using my 
woman’s name. 


My hands tighten balling up into fists as my nostrils flare. 


“Let it go, champ,” my coach says tome. “It’s just a bunch 
of garbage. We both know it.” 


If he were saying something about me it might be different, 
but not when he says something about my woman. | will 
never tolerate that. 


| spin and run right at him and just before all hell breaks 
lose, ten uniformed Massachusetts police officers, all at or 
around six and a half feet and well over two hundred and 
fifty pounds, step in-between us. And that’s in addition to 
other MMA members who are there. 


But I don’t care. I’m going to get to him now and show him 
what a real bare-knuckles knockout looks like as | sock him 
in the eye. 


But the storm of big bodies is just too many and as much as | 
push and shove and try and break through the line | can’t, 
not to mention I’m not going to shove a uniformed officer. 


| still continue trying to break through their line until | feel a 
forearm around my neck from behind and a man at each of 
my feet, and three more at my side as they take me down 
flat on my back as | find the cold concrete below me. 


| was the one who demanded that we hold the weigh-in here 
so all money generated from the telecast and tickets we sold 
could go to the kids. 


And when | feel that concrete below me | see just how badly 
the place needs it. 


The floor feels like getting body slammed on the sidewalk by 
The Mountain from Game of Thrones. 


And it doesn’t feel good, or sound good either when | hear 
my shoulder pop and something in my back snap. 


“Get ‘em outta here,” | hear one cop yell in a distinctive 
Bostonian accent. 


| feel my body rise up from the floor as I’m carried out to the 
Hummer in the parking lot and we peel out and head back 
to camp. 


“What the fuck, Gavin! What’s wrong with you? You're 
supposed to get into the/rheads, not the other way around.” 


“| don’t tolerate disrespect to women coach.” 

“What woman? Who’s Gracie?” 

“How did he know?” | ask. 

Everyone gives each other a dumbfounded look. 

“Pull over,” | say. “First convenience store you see.” 

A minute later we spot one and | get out of the Hummer 
feeling the stiffness in my back and my inability to inhale 


deeply. | walk in and see it right away. The Boston Globe. 


And apparently everyone else has seen it too, because every 
single customer in line has a copy as well. 


“Here,” | say, putting a fresh hundred dollar bill on the 
counter and showing the clerk that I’m just taking a 
newspaper. “Keep the change,” | say. 


“Holy shit!” the man about my age says. “Holy shit!” 


And just like that everyone in line has their camera phones 
out and | feel the flashes as | duck out of there and back into 


my ride as we take off trying to get outta there before 
someone tries to follow us. 


| put the paper in my lap and look at the front-page 
headline. 


A Proper Irish Man 


An exclusive one-one-on sit-down with the man you thought 
you knew but didn’t, local hero Gavin McGregor. 


| don’t care about that right now. | look for the byline and 
see it right there looking back at me. 


By Gracie Gallagher 


| swell with pride as | see a small picture of her there next to 
her name. 


“You did it, babe,” | say to myself. 
“Who did what? Who's babe?” my coach asks. 


But | barely hear him and my mind doesn’t even process the 
fact that | should answer. | just dig into the article 
immediately feeling the emotions in her words, and to be 
honest a bit of sting. But sting is good. Sting is what keeps 
readers reading. 


But as much as some parts might sting me they’re the truth. 
And that’s what | admire about her most. 


She didn’t try and sugarcoat anything or hold anything 
back, as | told her not to. 


She told the truth, and her honesty is just another of the 
many reasons | love her. 


“Gavin. Gavin!” my coach says, placing his palm over his 
phone. “It’s the Massachusetts State Athletic Commission. 
They heard your shoulder snap and your back pop and they 
need to look at you to make sure you're fit to fight. They’re 
not letting you fight if you’re injured.” 


“I'm fine. Tell them whatever they want to hear, coach. lI’d 
fight Hassan with one arm tied behind my back and 
blindfolded right now after what he said.” 


“They need to talk to you,” he says handing me the phone. 


“Gavin, Rod Walkey here. I’m the chair of the Massachusetts 
State Athletic commission. We heard some popping when 
you were taken down to the ground a few minutes ago. Our 
doctors need to come by and take a look at you before the 
fight can go on.” 


“What’s that, doctor,” | say pretending to breath hard. “I’m 
running right now.” 


“You’re running? Aren’t you trying to add weight before the 
fight?” 


“Just a quick 10k first, Mr. Walkey. Thanks for calling but the 
only popping and cracking you heard earlier was the sound 
of Hassan’s confidence when he tried to stare me down.” 


| can hear the commissioner laugh just a little. It’s more of a 
hard exhale. “You sure you’re okay, McGregor?” 


“Never better, sir. Sorry have to go. Uphill part of the run 
coming.” 


“McGregor!” he says. 


“Yes, sir.” Damn, | was just about to end the call, but he 
caught me. Can’t really hang up on him now. 


“Gavin, I’m from Dover, Massachusetts myself.” 

Oh no, the last thing | need right now is a fanboy or a spiel. 
“And there’s one thing | Know we Massachusetts men do not 
tolerate and that’s disrespect to our women. Now go out 


there and kick his ass!” 


And with that | hear a dial tone and I have to admit I’m 
completely shocked. 


But shock turns to “oh shit” when I see my phone light up 
with an incoming call from Grady. 


| grab it quick and hit the green icon. 

“We need to talk. Boston Common. Half an hour.” 
“VIL be—” 

And just like that | get hung up on again. 


And he’s apparently very hung up on the idea of me being 
with his sister. 


This can’t be good. 


CHAPTER 11 


Gracie 
lam so angry at my boss right now, and so sorry for Gavin. 


This story wasn’t supposed to come out now and | can only 
imagine how big of a distraction it is for him. 


| go from the weigh-in back to the office but when | arrive | 
see a swarm of media outside of the building our newspaper 
IS in. 

And they want pictures of me. 

| bring my forearm up to cover my face as! push through the 
scrum, suddenly gaining a newfound empathy for people 
who we as media professionals subject to this every day. 


I’ve never been on this side of the camera, or pen, before 
and it’s a side | won’t soon forget. 


When | get upstairs Brenda flashes me a smile. 

“There she is! The dame of the day.” 

“Dame? What are we in Britain all the sudden? Damn is the 
right word. As in dammit! What in the hell gave you the 
right to publish my piece.” 


“In my office,” she says. 


“No! You pulled that from my drawer. It wasn’t supposed to 
be released now and it wasn’t yours.” 


“The work you do on company time at company offices is 
owned by this company. | was looking for a stapler and 
when I pulled open the drawer and saw it | read it and made 
an executive decision to run the story. That’s my job! Pull 
yourself together. This is the biggest story of the year and 
you’re damn right we're going to run it right now while it’s 
hot. I’m the editor and | make the decisions and if you don’t 
get your act together real quick you might be on the 
receiving end of my next decision...to terminate you.” 


“You can’t because | quit!” | yell and storm right back 
towards the elevators. 


“Gracie! Wait,” Doug, Brenda’s boss, yells to me but | don’t 
even turn around. | just keep going and next thing | know 
I’m right back on the sidewalk in the middle of this mess | 
started. 


And I’m not even famous. This has got to be absolute hell 
for Gavin. 


| hail a taxi and jump in. | see a few paparazzi on 
motorcycles trailing me. Oh my god, this is intense. 


| pull out my phone and dial Gavin but it goes straight to 
voicemail. Either his phone is off or it’s dead. 


Or maybe he’s just blocked me and our relationship is now 
dead too, all because of timing. 


Fighting relies on timing. One well-placed punch at the 
right time can absolutely change everything. 


And I'm definitely on the receiving end of a punch to the gut 
right now, metaphorically speaking. 


The question is will my knees wobble, or will | get knocked 
out? 


Dammit I’m from Southie! I’m not going down without a 
fight. 


And l'm not losing him. He’s mine. 


CHAPTER 12 


Gavin 


| enter Boston Common, the oldest city park in the United 
States, from Arlington Street and Commonwealth Avenue 
and realize the chances of me finding Grady are pretty slim 
especially considering half the city is trying to find me at 
this point. 


| pull my baseball hat down on my head and turn the collar 
up on my jacket as | follow the lakeside path north from the 
western end of the bridge. 


As | approach the third bench | see him. | look both ways to 
survey the area before walking over to the bench and sitting 
down next to him. 

We both stare out at the lake, neither looking at the other. 
“You weren't supposed to find out this way,” | say. 

| watch two swans move peacefully across the water, but 
Grady says nothing until finally, “That’s supposed to make 
things better?” 


“That’s supposed to make things right. To do it the right 
way.” 


“The right way? At what point is hooking up with my sister 
the right way?” 


“It’s not hooking up, and those are your words, not mine. 
What we have is real. | respect her and | respect you and 
our friendship. And I’m doing this the right way. I’m telling 
you first before anything goes down between the two of us.” 


“You're telling me first? That’s strange, because | seem to 
remember reading about it in the paper this morning just 
like the rest of the world.” 


“| don’t know why it was published today. It wasn’t 
supposed to happen like that, but I’m sure Gracie knows and 
has a good explanation for it, not that she needs one.” 


“Not that she needs one, huh? So now you're standing up 
for her. For the two of you. For what you two have been up 
to behind my back. | thought you were my friend, and not 
only that but my best friend. And then you go and make a 
move on my sister?” 


“|I didn’t pull a move on anybody, and neither did she. If you 
want to know the truth when | saw her four years ago | 
realized things had changed. She wasn’t some kid anymore, 
but still | did nothing.” 


“When she was eighteen? You’re sick man. And how do | 
know you didn’t start looking at her in that way before 
then? Just thinking about it makes me want to punch you 
right in your mouth, and you know | can and I will. | don’t 
give a fuck if you’re some famous fighter l'Il throw blows just 
like we did when we were kids. At least l'Il go down 
swinging...and with my pride and my honor.” 


“I told you. Something different happened at that 
eighteenth birthday party. But out of respect for you, and 
for her education, | stayed away. And as the years went by | 
thought about her more and more but | did absolutely 


nothing because of our friendship and because she needed 
time to finish her studies and get started doing the things 
she wanted to do in life.” 


“So you were like a snake in the grass, just waiting for the 
right moment to strike then. | see how it was.” 


“It wasn’t like that at all. See, that’s the thing Grady. You 
don’t get it because you've never been in love, and the one 
time you were close, you broke it off because things were 
starting to get too real. Well things are real between your 
sister and | and there’s no way in hell I’m breaking it off, 
because I’m not like you. I’m not scared of commitment 
when I know I’ve met the one I want to spend the rest of my 
life with. And I’m committed to her just like I’ve been 
committed to our friendship all these years. Just like when 
we were kids. When somebody wanted to fight you that 
meant they had to fight both of us. And that attitude has 
never left me. And that’s the same attitude | have with 
Gracie. l'Il protect her to the death today, tomorrow and 
forever.” 


Grady mumbles something but I’m losing my empathy for 
him fast and incoherent noises aren’t helping at all to bring 
it back. 


“Times change. People change. Gracie grew up. She’sa 
woman now and she can make her own choices, and so can 
|. And we choose to be together. | was gonna tell you after 
the fight, but this story got leaked or something early so 
here we are now. But! don’t really care about the timing 
anymore. The sooner the world knows she’s mine the better, 
and by now everybody knows it and the people that want to 
accept it? Great. The ones that don’t? Fuck ‘em.” 


| pause. 


“Il love her, man, just like | love you as my best friend. Yeah, 
I’ve never said that to you and it’s not the way guys like us 
from where we're from talk, but it’s true. You were my first 
friend when | came here and you've always been my best 
friend and that’s meant more to me than you could ever 
know. And now what happened between Gracie and I. | just 
hope you can accept it because we both want you in our 
lives.” 


He says nothing. 


“Your move, chief,” | say as | stand up from the bench and 
walk away. 


I’ve got to get a hold of Gracie plus now | have to deal with 
the media shit storm, or just ignore them entirely. 


But as | walk away | can’t ignore what | see and | get goose 
bumps when | realize what just happened. 


Grady and | just had the most important talk of our lives... 
the one that will determine our future...on that same park 
bench where Robin Williams and Matt Damon sat in Good 
Will Hunting. 


Life is imitating art. 


But will it continue because like Matt Damon I’m going to 
follow my love. | just hope Grady’s going to come along for 
the ride as his sister and | share our journey through life 
together. 


CHAPTER 13 


Gavin 


| pull up to my driveway at sunset and the events of the day 
playback in my mind. 


All the things that happened today flew by. That whole 
period from the weigh-in until | left Grady sitting alone in 
Boston Common is a blur. 


After that | had my manager call over to The Globe to locate 
Gracie only to be told they don’t give out personal 
information over the phone. 


So | stormed over there myself and they did give me the 
information that | wanted, but it wasn’t what | wanted to 
hear. 


She'd quit. 


And to make matters worse | gave them another story. The 
press said I’d totally lost it after | stormed into a media 
organization, and The Globe had a front row seat to the 
whole thing. 


Little did they know that was only the beginning. 
| went over to Hassan’s camp, by myself, and showed up 


threatening to kick everyone’s ass if they didn’t tell me 
where Gracie was. 


Hassan had closed up his camp with the fight imminent, but 
| was able to have a few words with the security guard there 
and the security guard at the hotel where he is staying. 


It pays to be from Southie, that’s for sure. Those blue-collar 
guys remember me from the time | was coming up in the 
fight game, and they were happy to give me all the 
information they had. 


But none of it led back to Gracie. They hadn’t seen her and 
didn’t know anything about where she might be. Equally as 
important they assured me Hassan didn’t either. Before he 
closed up camp Hassan had read the morning paper like 
everyone else. The security guard saw him do it and heard 
him make a comment about how he’d use the information at 
the morning weigh-in. Thankfully it was nothing more than 
that. 


If Hassan or his henchmen knew where she was, or laid a 
finger on her, we would have had our fight a day early and it 
sure wouldn’t have been sanctioned nor would it have been 
in an octagon. 


It would have been on the street where anything goes. And | 
would have gone right ahead and ripped him apart limb by 
limb if he’d done anything to Gracie. 


| don’t care if I’m already in breach of my contract or 
anything like that. No amount of money, or ticket sales, or 
any of that stuff matters. 


All that matters is finding her and making sure she’s Safe. 


| swung by her apartment for the second time but she wasn’t 
there. 


| don’t know where else to look at this point. | even tried all 
the places her brother and | used to hang out as kids, and | 
swung by the library just in case. | know she grew up 
reading books there. 

But still nothing. 


| round the curve on my motorcycle and prepare to stop at 
the gate shack in front of my house in Brookline. 


And just as I type in the code she steps out of the bushes. 
| quickly park the bike and wrap her up in a big hug. 
“Where were you?” | ask. 

“Here. Waiting for you. What happened?” she says. 

“My phone is dead.” 

“I was worried. | couldn’t reach you.” 

“I was worried about you,” | say and | give her a big kiss. 
We get back on my bike and ride up to the house where we 
park and immediately go inside and then straight to the 
bed. 

Where we both collapse from exhaustion, but | can sleep 


peacefully because she’s finally in my arms...right where she 
belongs. 


CHAPTER 14 


Gracie 


There’s a strange peace in the house when we both wake up 
the next morning, but in no way can | say it’s unexpected. 


I’ve never slept better than | did last night. Being in his 
arms, feeling the warmth of his body behind me and those 
few breaths on the top of my head that | felt just before | 
passed out comforted me. He makes me feel safe, secure, 
and without worry. 


And although we hadn't planned for this moment to come 
until a few days later we’re ready to deal with it now, as we 
leave his house in his Mercedes G-Wagon and head to The 
TD Garden where the fight will be held. 


My phone is filled with text messages from The Globe asking 
me to come back, and his phone is filled with text messages 
from his camp asking where he is. 


“It’s funny,” he says. 
“What’s that?” 


“Everybody is looking for us, but none of it matters because 
we already found each other.” 


His hand comes across the center console and he places it in 
my lap. | take his hand in mine before placing both of my 
hands in his palm. Yes, they fit. I think he could basically 
close one of his hands around both of mine. 


| caress his hand gently and can’t help but notice the 
scrapes, and scratches, and cuts, and calluses that cover it. 


This is a modern day gladiator. A warrior. A real man who 
knows what he wants and will fight to get it and keep on 
fighting to protect it. 


| start to explain to him how my boss released the piece 
early yesterday. How | didn’t know. 


But as | do his hand simply comes up from my lap and he 
places it on my cheek and just says, “It’s okay.” 


“You're not angry?” 
“No. How could | be angry when I got to wake up next to 


you this morning? And now | get to look into your eyes and 
see how happy you look? There is no anger here, only love.’ 


A 


He said love. | get tingly and kind of nervous at the same 
time and my face pulls back a bit because it was just so 
powerful. 

“Yes, | said it. | love you. And after tonight I’m going to 
show you just how much | love you...for the first time” he 
Says. 

“Won’t you need to relax after the fight?” 

“I’m Zen-like. I’m good.” 


“But...” 


“But nothing. He won’t so much as lay a finger on me. He’s 
going to come out overaggressive with that right hand. It’s 


the one that was twitching at that press conference that you 
walked into. It was the last thing | needed to know about 
the fight, and my MMA career, before you walked in and 
flipped my world upside down.” 

“The last thing about your MMA career?” 


“This is it. Tonight. I’ve got a new reason to live now. There 
are no challenges for me to pursue.” 


“| don’t even have a job and at this point | might be 
considered unemployable.” 


“By who?” 

“By all the other media outlets that know | quit.” 

“When one door closes another one opens.” 

“I hope so.” 

“I know so. Don’t worry. The media landscape has changed. 
The walls the gatekeepers spent years erecting are 
crumbling. People create their own content these days as 
you know.” 

“But | don’t have a following online.” 

“You may not have a following yet, but that’s not important. 
The whole world is looking for you and they want to know 
your story.” 


“Only because of you,” | Say. 


“And because of you we have a story to tell.” 


“But | already told that story.” 


“And now we have those followers. The people not just here 
from Boston but from all over the world. People who we can 
positively influence. Kids lives we can change. We can 
create our own narrative and it can change the world. We 
can build MMA gyms to give kids a chance to get off the 
street and build self-confidence. Boys and girls. And you 
can be in charge of the media, marketing, and PR. We’ve 
got a budget. And that’s just one idea. There are so many 
more.” 


God | love this man. We'll sit down and talk about 
everything after the fight for sure, but he’s already thinking 
of ways we can work together to make our lives, and the 
lives of others where we grew up, better. 


“And of course we already know who the first member of our 
gym, if that’s the route we go, will be.” 


“Who?” | ask. 

“Our first born.” 

“What if it’s a girl?” | ask. 

“Even better.” 

“Even better?” 

“Get her in there young and get her self-confidence going in 
the right direction right away. Show her she can do 
whatever she wants. Be whatever she wants. Just let her 
try. If she doesn’t like it then that’s totally okay. We can let 


her try softball, piano, running, cooking, it doesn’t matter. 
All that matters is making our community better, giving 


more kids a chance to pursue their dreams, and the most 
important thing...doing it together.” 


“Together,” | say as he strokes my cheek and | lean into his 
gigantic palm. 


“Champ! Champ!” someone says as they tap on the 
windshield. He rolls it down and signs their autograph, but 
never takes his eyes off of them. 


Then he takes what they gave him, which appears to be an 
MMA program for tonight’s events, and hands it to me. 


“What’s this for?” | ask. 

“You’re in luck, kid,” he says. “You’re getting the very first 
autograph of the person who is about to become the most 
famous journalist ever to live.” 


“Who's that, champ?” 


“You'll see...real soon. Just don’t be putting this up on eBay, 
all right?” 


“Never. That’s not how we do it in Boston.” 
“No it’s not. We honor and respect our own.” 


“Yes, sir,” the boy who appears to be about high school age 
says. 


“How would you feel about an MMA gym where you could 
train round the clock.” 


“Ahh man. That’s my dream,” he says. 


Gavin winks at me as | carefully sign my name on the 
program and hand it back to him. 


He hands it back to the boy and then they shake hands. 


“Win this one for us, McGregor,” the boy says. Gavin gives 
him a fist bump and then his window goes back up. 


“For us,” Gavin says looking into my eyes. 


“For us,” | Say. 


CHAPTER 15 


Gracie 


The fights leading up to the main event are entertaining and 
many come down to the wire therefore putting the crowd 
into a ruckus well before the main event. 


But now it’s time. 


Hassan makes his entrance to some song I’ve never heard 
before and the stadium is almost completely quiet as most 
of the stadium turns their back to the stage. 


The crowd is packed with people wearing white and green 
and they’ve all come to see one man and one man only. 


“I’m Shipping Up To Boston,” by Celtic punk band Dropkick 
Murphys bellows out from the speakers and the crowd goes 
absolutely berserk as Gavin comes from the tunnel. 


I’m ringside and | watch as Gavin and his posse make their 
way right towards me. 


I’ve never felt so much energy in my life. You hear 
sportscasters use the word “electric” to describe the 
atmosphere, but the term always seemed a bit overdone and 
impossible to me. 


Until now. 


| feel like I’ve stuck my finger in an electrical socket with all 
the charge and none of the bad parts. 


| feel like | can do anything...and I’m not even the one about 
to fight a man who wants to absolutely destroy me. 


By the time Gavin enters the ring people are stomping their 
feet in rhythm to chants of, “Mc-Greg-or! Mc-Greg-or!” 


| can’t help but to join in and the unity that | feel being 
surrounded by the hard working blue collar people | grew up 
with makes my eyes water. 


And | know Gavin’s going to deliver. 


The ring announcer goes through the formalities and before 
| Know it both men are in their corners waiting for the 
opening bell. 


And once that bell rings they both move quickly towards the 
middle of the ring, but in a calculated way. 


Gavin moves in closer and sticks his chin out unprotected, 
practically begging Hassan to punch him in the face. He’s 
baiting him and as I saw in my research leading up to this 
point it’s not the first time he’s implemented this strategy. 


But still it’s hard to watch. The thought of Gavin getting 
hurt is always real, no matter how amazing of a fighter he 
is. | just want him to get out of here today with the win and 
not having taken any hard punches, and preferably none at 
all. 


| want to be the first one to get my hands on that incredible 
body of his...later. 


And apparently | might be the first one, because Hassan 
wisely doesn’t take the bait. 


Gavin sticks out his right hand, trapping Hassan’s jab hand. 
Usually Hassan will throw a jab with his left and then follow 
it up with a big punch from his dominant right hand. 


Gavin is shutting off that left hand of Hassan’s, which seems 
to have him off balance. But Gavin's chin is still sticking out 
right there for the taking for Hassan. 


Gavin touches Hassan’s face with his left hand, which 
agitates Hassan. 


Hassan cocks back and comes with that big right hand, the 
one Gavin said he saw twitching at the press conference and 
the one he predicted would be Hassan’s downfall. 


The whole crowd gasps, but Gavin’s upper body leans back 
and the big right hand from Hassan misses his nose by what 
looks like less than an inch. 


But before you can say “off-balance” and “exposed” to 
describe Hassan, Gavin lands his big, powerful left hand to 
Hassan’s jaw and dropping him like a ton of bricks. 


Gavin quickly jumps on top of him delivering two blows to 
Hassan’s face. 


I’m a peaceful person and this barbaric violence shouldn’t 
turn me on but it does. 


| see the animal come out in Gavin and | know he’s avenging 
the words Hassan said about me, and avenging is an 
understatement. 


Quickly the referee jumps in-between Gavin’s fist and 
Hassan’s face and waves his hands over his head signaling 


that the fight is over. 
Gavin knocked him out in thirteen seconds! 


He truly is aman amongst boys in the octagon and most 
importantly he’s my man. 


He turns and looks at me and motions me toward him just as 
he did a couple weeks ago when he was out in-front of my 
office on his motorcycle. 


| may not have an office to go to anymore, but it doesn’t 
matter. 


Because I’ve got him. 


| enter the octagon, but before the referee can even raise 
Gavin’s hand there are bunch of men flashing FBI badges. 


“It’s over Abad and Hassan,” they say and lead them away! 


What the heck? We knew about Abad and his apparently on 
and off “relationship” with the FBI, in addition to being late 
on his child support, but Hassan is somehow involved in this 
too? 


“Looks like you’re ready to break another story,” Gavin says 
as he puts his arm around me as the referee takes his right 
hand as the announcer starts to speak. 


“I’m ready for another big story alright. Really big,” | say 
glancing down at his green trunks. “The next story in the 
chapter of our lives,” | say. 


“And that starts tonight,” he says. Just as his lips meet mine 
| feel the referee bring his hand high in the air as the 


announcer announces him as the victor. 


And when I open my eyes | see my brother standing at the 
side of the cage. 


“Grady!” | say and Gavin's eyes lock on him as well. 


“You made it,” Gavin says as he quickly moves to help him 
up into the octagon. 


“You said it was my move...chief,” Gavin says. 

“What?” | say. 

“And?” Gavin says. 

“| decided to move my butt over here because | knew you’d 
never be able to forgive me if | missed this moment...and I’d 
never be able to forgive myself either.” 

“Good, because you’re just in time.” 

“I was here. | saw it,” Grady says. 

“That’s nothing. This is the real moment...brother,” Gavin 
says to Grady before he turns to me and smiles. “Being here 
to share this final victory with my adopted family. My best 
friend and my new best friend.” 

“You're replacing me?” Grady jokes. 

“Not like that. Never like that. You’ll always be my best 
buddy, but it’s time for a new chapter and I’ve got my 


perfect partner to walk that path with,” he says as he kissed 
me on the cheek. 


The announcers rush in trying to ask Gavin a ton of 
questions, but he refuses to answer any of them. 


Gavin grabs the main microphone and says, “She'll have all 
the answers for you guys soon. To my fans. Thank you for 
everything. Please support us as you’ve always supported 
me. For Boston!” he yells and The Garden erupts. 


“I can see it,” Grady says. “You two really did find true 
love.” 


“We sure did,” Gavin says. 
“We sure did,” | parrot. 


“Thank you,” Grady says. “For showing me the way.” He 
turns to go. 


“You’re not going to celebrate with us for awhile?” 


“There’s somebody I’ve got to go see,” he says and he’s out 
of there so fast it’s like he skated up the corridor. 


We both turn to each other and say, “Emma,” at the same 
time. It’s the girl he was so close to years ago, but just 
didn’t fully commit to with his heart. 

| have a feeling that’s about to change...real quick. 
“Ready to get outta here?” Gavin asks. 


“I’ve been ready since that first press conference.” 


“You don’t find my press conferences entertaining like 
everyone else?” 


“Quite the opposite. | was just hoping you’d make it more 
entertaining for me by getting out of that seat and scooping 
me up in your arms and taking me out of there that 
moment.” 


“You had your chance, but you disappeared.” 

“Not this time,” | say. “And not ever again.” 

“That’s right, because I’m going to grab a hold of you tight 
and never let go. You’ll never escape me ever again,” he 
says as he pulls me in tight. 

“And you'll never get away from me,” | say burying my 
fingertips into his back, claiming him in front of the nearly 
twenty thousand people in attendance and over three 
million homes who bought the live stream to watch at home. 


And who knows how many times this scene will play out on 
YouTube and other places online. 


But | want all the other women in the world to know I’m not 
playing when it comes to him. He’s mine and this isn’t a 
scene. 


This is two crazy kids from Southie who grew up to become 
one. 


And make a couple of crazy kids of our own. 
Or more if I’m lucky. 
“| love you,” he says. 


“I love you,” | Say. 


He scoops me up in his arms and carries me out of the 
octagon as the crowd chants his last name. 


A name | hope to share with him very, very soon. 


CHAPTER 16 


Gracie 


“Table number forty,” the maitre d' at the Omni Parker House 
Says as he seats us. 


“Thank you,” Gavin says to him as he nods and leaves us to 
ourselves. 


“You clean up very, very nice,” | say to Gavin. 


“It helps when the other guy doesn’t land a single punch,” 
he says. “And | must say you are the most beautiful woman 
that has ever stepped foot in this fine establishment, or on 
the face of this earth.” 


“Awww,” | say. “Thank you.” 


| do feel amazing in my little black dress and matching black 
heels which Gavin already had ready back at his house. 


But I’d hardly call myself the most beautiful woman to ever 
step foot in here. | know it’s history, but after Gavin orders a 
bottle of wine and heads off to the bathroom | double-check 
on my phone just to make sure. 


| find an excellent review on the website of the British daily 
newspaper The Telegraph. 


“Since 1855 the Omni Parker House has been welcoming 
guests, making it America’s longest continuously operating 
hotel. Many of the country’s biggest movers and shakers 


have visited the property over the years, which maintains a 
timeless elegance, attracting both leisure and business 
travellers.” 


Location - 9/10 

The hotel is a 15-minute drive from Logan Airport and on 
the edge of historic Beacon Hill, right along Boston’s 
Freedom Trail. Boston Common is just one block away, as is 
the subway, and a multitude of historic sights and 
attractions are minutes away on foot. 


Style & Character - 10/10 

The hotel simply oozes history: for more than 150 years, it’s 
hosted every American president under its roof; Charles 
Dickens did the first reading of A Christmas Carol in America 
here; Ho Chi Minh worked as a baker in the kitchen; Malcolm 
X worked as a busboy; and President John F. Kennedy 
proposed to Jackie Bouvier (at table #40) in Parker’s 
Restaurant. Décor throughout is elegant and rich, with 
classic crown moulding, antiques and mementos from many 
of its famous guests displayed. 


Service & Facilities - 8/10 

Much of the staff has been here for years and have a wealth 
of knowledge about the hotel and the area to offer. Service 
is friendly and respectful. There are lots of meeting spaces, 
but not a lot of common areas outside of the lobby, 
restaurant and bars to spend time. The hotel has a well- 
equipped 24-hour fitness centre. 


Rooms - 8/10 

The 551-room hotel fully embraces its history, keeping an 
Old World feel with rich colours, cherry wood furnishings and 
19th-century reproduction artwork in the rooms and suites, 
though modern amenities, like coffeemakers and Wi-Fi, have 
been incorporated over the years. Bathrooms, with 


combined showers and tubs, can be a bit tight, but it's to be 
expected in a historic hotel. Suites have separate living 
rooms with pull-out sofas, microwaves, fridges and whirlpool 
tubs. 


Food & Drink - 8/10 

Options include Parker’s Restaurant, the hotel’s fine dining 
American restaurant, open for breakfast, lunch and dinner, 
where the famous Boston Cream Pie and the Parker House 
Roll were invented. Parker’s Bar offers light pub fare; and 
The Last Hurrah, a cosy bar with a renowned collection of 
whiskeys, has a small menu of appetisers, sandwiches and 
main dishes such as chili and lamb stew (open lunch and 
dinner). 


| feel a Knot in my throat which | try and gulp away, but | 
can’t...until the third attempt. 


My fingers scroll back up to the “Style & Character” section 
and my eyes freeze on the part about JFK proposing to 
Jackie...at table number forty. 


Which is exactly where the maitre d' said we were sitting 
when he seated us. 


| gulp again. 


As a journalist major | knew the hotel was famous for what 
Dickens did here, but | wasn’t familiar with any former first 
ladies accepting wedding proposals here...at this exact 
table. 


I'd been feeling amazing since | put on this dress, but maybe 
the more apt term would have been feeling like a princess, 
or royalty, or high society or something of that nature. 


“Everything okay?” Gavin says as he returns from the 
bathroom. 


“Uh huh,” | say, knowing my eyes are as wide as saucers. 
“You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” he says. 


“Your wine, sir,” our waiter says as he arrives at the table 
bailing me out just in time. 


| take a moment to discreetly take some deep breaths in and 
out before | pass out. 


It works and after the wine is poured and we toast, | take a 
bigger sip than | probably should have...but it works just as 
well as the deep breathing. 


| go from feeling overly excited to just right. 


And our conversation is just perfect as we wait for our food, 
during dinner, and even through dessert. 


“Anything else,” our waiter says. 

“I think we’re good,” Gavin says, but | swear | see him give 
the waiter a bit of a wink just as he turns to go back to the 
kitchen. 

And as soon as the waiter is out of the picture Gavin stands. 


“Bathroom break?” 


“No. And as a matter of fact | don’t ever want any breaks of 
any kind.” 


“Huh?” 


“When it comes to you,” he says as he reaches in his pocket 
and pulls out a small box the color of a Robin’s egg and then 
removes a tiny, black, felt box from inside that box. 


And when he carefully pulls the top back | see the most 
beautiful diamond I’ve ever seen. More beautiful than 
anything in a magazine or even a shop, not that I’ve ever 
gone in one and just wished that one day this moment 
might come. 


“Gracie Gallagher,” he says from his position beside the 
table as he takes a knee. “I told you you would be mine and 
that’s exactly what | meant. You’ve made me see an entirely 
new way of living. No longer do | have to rely on past 
memories which until two weeks ago haunted me in order to 
express myself through violence, but instead | can focus on 
a much more positive emotion. The way you and only you 
make me feel. Love. And I love you more than anything in 
this world. You’re my Beautiful and | want to experience this 
beautiful life with you, hand in hand. Every step | take | 
want you there by my side, right where you belong. 
Because you are indeed mine. | asked you to say yes when 
the time came. Well, that time is now and that place is 
here. Beautiful, every time | look in your eyes | know why | 
was put on this planet...to make a family with you. Let’s 
take the next step on this journey together, hand in hand, 
but with your hand just a little bit heavier from now on,” he 
says as he winks. But there’s no joke to his words. | am 
definitely going to feel that rock and notice it every waking 
moment, and even when | dream...which | feel like I’m living 
in the current moment. My dream moment with my dream 
man. 


“Will you marry me?” he asks. 


| nod, as | take my right hand and wipe the tears from the 
corner of my eye with the back of my wrist as he slides the 
ring on my left hand. “Yes!” | say. 


When the ring is in place he stands and we kiss for the very 
first time as an engaged couple. 


And then | feel my feet come off the ground as he spins me 
around next to our table. 


“She said yes!” he says. 
Pop! Pop! Pop! 


The sound of champagne bottles opening and the bubbly 
deliciousness spewing out the top fills the room, before it’s 
quickly accompanied by the sounds of polite clapping anda 
few cheers. 


“Way to go, champ!” someone yells. 


“Thank you, sir,” he says, but he never takes his eyes from 
mine. “And thanks to you now I’m a champion where it 
matters most. In life because | found true love and | found a 
home...with you.” 


The waiter hands me a champagne flute and Gavin one as 
well. | have no idea how he’s able to hold me with one 
hand. Just add it up to another one of his amazing talents. 


We toast and then he leans in and we kiss. | hold my ring 
out and look at the size of it and the way it sparkles and how 
the light just shines almost through it at certain angles 
because it’s so clear...with a hint of pink. 


“It’s priceless,” | say. 


“You're priceless,” he says. “And now you’re officially mine.” 


CHAPTER 17 


Gavin 


I’m not the world’s best dancer, but | am light on my feet. 
And thanks to YouTube I’ve been practicing for the last 
couple weeks which made my performance down there in 
the dining room of the hotel not so shabby. 


After the waiters uncorked the champagne we shared a 
quick dance right there in front of everyone. 


I’m so excited and my head is spinning so hard right now | 
couldn’t even tell you the name of the song, the artist, or if 
the world was on fire right now. 


Nothing else matters but her and looking in those eyes of 
hers. | swear | could stare into them all day and all night. 


And tonight | will when I see just how much pleasure | give 
her when | claim her in our suite. 


The waiters gave each table a bottle of their favorite 
champagne at my request. It’s the least | could do for these 
fine people who shared this moment with us, and the 
alcoholic gift was the perfect way to distract them while | 
carry my fiancée up to our room without being noticed...too 
much. 


“You have no idea the thoughts that are going through my 
head right now. The things | want to do to you. The 
innumerable amount of ways | want to please you.” 


| hear her inhale as her chest rises. 


“I can’t even put my desire for you into words so there’s only 
one way for you to understand. And that’s to show you. 
Show you what it means to be mine.” 


CHAPTER 18 


Gavin 


The second | get us through the door | kick the door shut 
behind us and place her down safely with her feet on the 
ground. 


But nothing is safe about what’s happening in this room 
right now, or what’s about to happen. 


| feel my heart about to beat out of my chest. My need 
about to turn me into a feral beast. And I know this room is 
too small to contain the savageness with which | want to 
take her. 


“I hope you're ready,” | say, noticing my deep voice 
suddenly finding an octave even lower. 


| was stalking her, just like | stalk opponents in the octagon, 
but this is something different. 


I’m not here to chase her around an eight-sided area. I’m 
here to move my tongue in figure eights along her clit as our 
bodies tangle and we become one. 


She takes a step back, her back finding the wall and her 
arms quickly coming down, her forearms and palms flat 
against the wall behind her. 


But putting her arms back only makes her incredible chest 
stick out even more, giving me a front row seat as | watch it 


heave up and down in her dress and then | notice her 
nipples are so damn hard they’re poking through the fabric. 


“Are you wearing a bra?” 
“No.” 
“Show me. Show me what’s mine.” 


Her upper body leans forward slightly as her arms move up 
as her elbows pivot and her hands find the zipper on the 
back of her dress. 


| feel my mouth watering and | lick my lips, but I'm still 
Salivating for her. 


| lift my forearm and wipe it across my mouth, preparing to 
suck on her tits the moment her dress falls to the floor. 


As | hear the zipper slide down my cock rises up, finding its 
peak at the exact moment the zipper finds the bottom of it’s 
descent. 


Her hands come around and take the straps of her dress, 
moving it off one shoulder and then the other before she 
lowers it, but only after she covers herself with her forearm. 


“Show me what’s mine. Show me your perfect body that I’ve 
wanted for four long years now. I’ve waited too long 
already. | can’t wait any longer.” 


She sees the need in my eyes and | see a bit of fear in hers, 
but it’s fear mixed with excitement and | know she feels just 
as alive as | do. 


“Let me see those perky, pink, nipples. The ones that were 
poking out through your dress. And the ones that I’m going 
to hide again for you, but this time in my mouth.” 


And just like that her hand moves away and the dress falls 
to the floor as her tits seemingly defy gravity not moving 
anywhere but more out towards me, her pebbled nipples 
longing for my touch. 


And I don’t make them wait as my mouth comes down hard 
on one and then the other as my hand finds the side of her 
neck. 


“Ahhh!” | say as my mouth comes off her breast, a popping 
sound echoing off the walls of the room. 


“You know how long I’ve waited for this moment? How long 
I’ve wanted it? And how it was worth every second, 
although there’s no way | could have waited a second 
more?” 

“As long as | have,” she says. 

| watch her lips speak the words and see their wetness, their 
need and my head moves in and our lips crash together as | 
kiss her like our lives depended on it. 

Because they do. 


Without her | was a goner. Just another kid from Southie 
making his way through this world with his fists. 


But with her the future is so different, so much brighter. 


My lips leave hers as | run my nose along the other side of 
her neck, dragging it against her skin as my nostrils flare as | 


take in her sweet scent. She smells like sugar, but there’s a 
bit of a salty smell too. Her anticipation. Her fear of not 
knowing. 


| feel my cock twitch, needing to be freed, but first | need to 
see all of her. 


If | whipped my dick out right now | might explode before | 
even lay eyes on what I’m about to claim. 


“| need to see all of you,” | say. 

“And | need you to see me. To give all of me to you,” she 
says, but it seems like there’s something more she has to 
Say. 


“What? What is it?” 


“It’s just this moment. This everything...it is everything. 
You. Me. Us.” 


“Always,” | say running the tips of my fingers along her arm 
and feeling the goose bumps form from my touch. 


“Your skin is so soft, so perfect, so damn flawless...just like 
you.” 


She brings her hand up to touch my face just as | go to step 
back. 


“| can’t have you touch me right now. I’m too turned on. | 
know it sounds crazy, but it’s true...and it’s only because of 
you. And I need to see all of you.” 


She steps out of the dress which had gathered at her ankles 
and takes the sides of her panties in her hands. 


Now I don’t only feel my heart beating. | feel my pulse 
throbbing in the side of my neck and my wrist. 


“Take them off,” | demand. 

| watch as her hands shake slightly as she inches her panties 
down the sides of her legs until | lay my eyes on her pretty 
pink pussy. 


My first glimpse of heaven. 


“Damn, Beautiful. You. Are. So. Fucking. Perfect. And 
you’re all mine.” 


| run my eyes across her sex and then up and down her body 
again, taking another step back to take in the sight of what 
the most perfect female creation on the planet looks like. 


And there’s only one view that could be better, and that’s 
her laid out in front of me as | take her. 


Make that two...the sight of her holding our first-born child. 


But to get there we start here, and I’m at the finish line 
twitching, trying to time that starting pistol like a madman. 


“I want you so damn bad,” | say. 

“I want you. | want you to take me,” she says. 

“I’m going to take you with this as you take all of it,” | say 
grabbing my cock through my pants like a feral man who’s 


lost his mind. But I lost my mind a long time ago for her. 


“You see how hard you make me, Beautiful?” 


She nods and | feel her body moving off the wall closer to 
me. 


“Gavin,” she says. 


| move my hand up, cupping her chin, running the tip of my 
finger across her sweet, wet, lower lip. 


“You're shaking,” | say. “Are you scared?” 


“I’m not scared. | want this more than anything, but first | 
want you to know something.” 


“Anything. Tell me. We'll get through anything and 
everything in life together. | promise.” 


“I should have told you earlier, but with everything that was 
happening and just the way | felt about you...the time was 
never right.” 


“Tell me now. We'll make it right.” 


” 
` 


“Pve...l've 


| swear | don’t breath waiting to hear her words. Whatever 
troubles her I’m going to fix it. | don’t like seeing her like 
this. It’s like she’s concerned and it’s bothering her. | only 
want to see her happy. Satisfied. And as a real man it’s my 
job to keep her that way forever...with only a smile on her 
face and a peacefulness about her...except when we're 
losing control together. 


“I've been waiting for the right time to tell you that | was 
waiting for the right guy. And the right guy was always 
you.” 


“I always knew you were a good girl. And | always knew you 
were mine,” | say processing her words. They get me damn 
excited, but it’s something | already knew without being 
told. The way she was raised. The way she looked at me. | 
knew she was always mine, just as | was always hers. 


“So neither of us will never be with another,” | say. 

She looks confused as she deciphers my words. 

“You mean you're....?” 

| nod. “I knew you were always mine and that’s a two-way 
street. You were always mine. All roads lead to you, just as 
your path in life lead you to me.” 


“So this is perfect then?” 


“It’s perfect because you’re perfect. And you're perfection 
will only ever be shared with me.” 


“And yours with me.” 
“How it’s meant to be,” | say. 


| watch as her concern melts away and a smile overtakes her 
as she throws herself into my arms for a big hug. 


“Į feel so much better now,” she says. 


| hold her tight enjoying this moment...this calm before the 
storm before finally | can’t take the feeling of her skin 
against my clothes. It’s like my body can feel her through 
the fabric, but | have to get rid of it anyways. And get inside 
her. 


“Are you ready to feel me in another way?” 


“Inside me? Yes,” she says. “I want to make this perfect 
moment the perfect conception. | want you to fill me with 
your seed and make a child from our first time.” 


| instinctively growl and release her, hurrying to get out of 
my clothes. 


| was already at the edge and her words have me teetering, 
so close to falling into the abyss. 


And that’s where I want to be, buried inside her, as our 
bodies and minds spin out of control together. 


As we share a simultaneous climax like the world has never 
seen...by two people who will only ever be seen by the 
other. Ever. 


Because she’s mine and l'm hers. 


CHAPTER 19 


Gracie 
Suddenly he squats down and his hands shoot through the 
gap in my legs, his forearms going from horizontal to vertical 
as they slide within inches of my sex. 


Then his quads and hamstrings fire as his muscular lower 
half explodes upwards taking me with it. 


“Oh my god,” | say as I’m lifted into the air, suspend in the 
room using his biceps as the seat of a chair and his forearms 
as the back. 


I’m well over six feet off the ground and his head is right at 
my crotch level. 


My legs wrap around his neck, my high heeled shoes still on 
but the rest of me is totally exposed. 


And his desire for me is exposed as well as | see the way he 
stares at my opening. 


“Tell me you want me to taste you.” 
“|I want it.” 
“To suck in your sweetness,” he says. 


“Yes,” | Say. 


“Say it. Say it all.” 


“I want you to taste me. To suck in my sweetness and 
swallow me whole.” 


His head dives forward and the tip of his tongue spreads my 
folds before he licks straight up my middle, his head 
carrying through the motion before his neck bends all the 
way back and he’s staring at the ceiling...if his eyes were 
open. 


“Ahhh!” he yells. 

And then his nostrils flare as he takes a deep breath in. 
“You smell that?” 

“What?” | say. 


“The smell of your desire. The smell that drives me crazy. 
The smell that leads me to it like a fresh piece of raw meat 
and I’m a dog who hasn’t eaten in weeks.” 


“Eat my pussy,” | command, suddenly feeling bossy myself, 
but damn if it doesn’t work as his head dives back into my 
middle and he licks me straight up again before he finds my 
clit and delivers a flick and then a figure eight around my 
bud and now it’s my neck that’s bending back as my back 
arches as | push my pussy into his face, grinding my middle 
against his mouth. 


His face pulls back and he sucks in air through his mouth 
with clenched teeth. | can hear the “sssss” sound as he 
glares at my glistening goodness, apparently it is by the way 
it’s taking over his mind right now. 


And | feel my climax approaching just looking at what I’ve 
done to him. How much my body has not only affected him, 
but possessed his each and every thought. 


And then he flattens his tongue and paints my pussy like a 
paintbrush causing my folds to open wide as my eyes open 
wide as saucers when he finds just the right spot. 


“Right there,” | say reaching for something and finding 
nothing. I’m gasping for straws and then | take hold of his 
head, his cleanly shaven sides as my forearms flex sending 
his face more forward into my folds, opening me wider as | 
scream out. 


“Oh god, don’t stop!” 


My hands move to the hair on top of his head and I grab it 
hard, holding on tight, practically pulling it from his scalp as 
my forearms tremble and his tongue hits my G-spot and I'd 
Swear to god I’ve died and gone to heaven. 


| feel my thighs quiver and quake and then they lock in hard 
around his ears as my heels get tangled behind his neck as 
my legs involuntary squeeze his head like a vice, making his 
face and my pussy become one as he makes me become 
whole as | come with him for the first time sending my back 
slamming into the wall just behind me, but | don’t even feel 
the pain. 


| embrace it as it makes me feel alive, the perfect 
compliment to the pleasure he’s given me in-between my 
legs. 


| shake and then feel a second wave overtake me as | gush 
wildly into his mouth as | feel him lick my pussy like a cat 
licks milk from a saucer, but the difference is his tongue is 


buried inside me, like one of the giant, steep waterpark 
Slides as | water it down and my liquids slide right to the 
bottom...of his throat. 


And after another twitch, shake, spasm, and flex my thighs 
release. 


“You’re doing that into a jar next time and I’m freezing it and 
drinking it whenever | need a taste from the fountain of 
youth,” he says. 


| imagine myself coming into a jar and how absurd it is and | 
can’t help but smile. 


| want to laugh, but I can’t. | can’t because | can see he’s 
completely serious, no matter how absurd his comment is. 


“Why save it when you can have it on demand. Any time 
you want?” | ask. 


He walks me over to the bed and tosses me onto it as | land 
on my back and bounce losing my shoes, feeling like a kid 

again but knowing I’m damn close to entering the world of 
womanhood. 


“Anytime | want?” 

“Any. Time. You. Want.” 

“I want all of you and | want you now,” he says as he 
untucks his shirt and makes quick work of the buttons and 
then his belt buckle and his pants. 

Seconds later he’s naked staring down at me as | lie on my 


back, my upper body supported by my forearms as | take in 
the sight of him just as he’d done with me earlier. 


His perfect pecs. His rock hard eight pack abs...if not 
twelve. 


And his thick cock that’s at a forty-five degree angle pointed 
right at my head as the tip glistens just asking for me to 
clean it with my mouth. 


| lean forward on the bed and he takes a step forward 
towards me, allowing me to reach out for his rod as | take as 
much of it as | can with two hands, but my two hands aren’t 
enough. 


Suddenly | feel his palm in the middle of my chest as his 
pushes me onto my back. The way he moves me, and the 
way he held me earlier, make me feel like nothing more than 
a rag doll in his presence. He’s so strong. So overpowering. 
And he looks like he’s about to overpower me right now. 


Not that | don’t want this just as bad as he does. 


“There will be time for that later. Plenty of time. But I’m not 
waiting on this anymore. I’ve tasted your sweet, sweet, 
pussy with my mouth. And l'Il keep coming back for taste 
after taste after taste as long as I live. But now...I’m going 
to feel the inside of you with something else. My cock,” he 
says taking it in his hand as he slides up on the bed and 
mounts me. 


“And I’m going to take it now, because it, just like you, are 
mine.” 


“And this is mine,” | say, putting my hand on top of his as he 
rubs the tip of his dick through my already opened folds just 
before | see his eyes spasm widely and then his cock slides 
inside me opening me wider than I thought possible and 


opening the very real possibility that this beast of a dick 
that’s inside me will soray more than enough seed to 
fertilize me with our first born. 


| grit my teeth and grab a hold of the sheets as he rocks 
back and forth entering me slow and shallow. 


“How does that feel?” he asks. 
“Like the greatest thing on earth.” 


“My thoughts exactly,” he says. “I wish you could borrow 
my dick just so you could feel how incredible it feels to be 
inside you. To claim you. To take you and make you mine.” 


“I was always yours,” | Say. 


“And | was always yours. And now let’s make a life that is 
ours,” he says drawing a whimper from me which causes him 
to moan as his thrust goes a bit deeper and faster and | 
know it’s only a matter of seconds before a typhoon touches 
down...inside me. 


CHAPTER 20 


Gavin 


The feel of her pussy putting a chokehold around my cock is 
too much to take. There’s no way | can last much longer. 
I’ve waited for this moment for four years. Four years of my 
body to prepare it’s best seed to put in her, to claim her, to 
mate with her. 


And dammit that’s what it’s time to do. 


| stop breathing in and out through my nose. | need more 
oxygen or else I’m going to pass out from the pleasure. 


| suck in shallow gulps from my mouth, but that’s not 
working either. It’s just making me thrust faster, in rhythm, 
and putting me right there. 


My hands grab her waist as | move her body into mine, my 
hips finding her pelvis as | pull her toward me and then jerk 
her away as | feel my cock ready to jerk and explode inside 
her. 


All hell breaks loose and my arms slide forward under her 
and | grab the top of her shoulders from behind as my 
gluteus fire as | fuck her like a wild animal in the jungle my 
cock sliding in and out like a piston in an engine as | engage 
her body to open for me and accept what | have to give. 


“You ready?” 


“Yeah. You ready?” 
“Fuck yeah!” | say. 


And then | thrust inside once more, but this time | don’t pull 
back. 


Instead | push in even deeper, feeling my balls disappear as 
| bury my cock so far inside her | may never get it out just 
before | unload my mating material so deep in her that it’s 
not just inside her, it becomes a part of her. 


And then | feel her pussy lock on my cock as she covers my 
come throwing beast with her gooey goodness, coating my 
cock with her cream. 


| hold her tight, feeling her chest against mine. Feeling her 
heart beat in rhythm with mine. 


She whimpers like a small animal, one that Knows it’s about 
to be devoured by a predator. 


But there’s no about...there only is. As in what I’ve just 
done to her because of what she does to me. 


She drives me insane. Makes me crazy with lust. 


But as great as the physical is the best part is still seconds 
away. 


The aftershocks leave me as she milks me dry. | slowly start 
to come down from my mind-bending blast of baby making 
seed. 


And then my body crumples onto hers like she’s dropped me 
with a knock-out punch. 


But she’s a knockout in a different way, in the way of beauty. 


And as we roll onto our sides and | hold her in my arms as | 
stare into her eyes | know that I’ve finally hit the most 
perfect kind of climax. 


The physical is fun and perfectly primal, but the emotions 
shared and transferred from the connective climax we 
shared when we had this moment together can’t be topped. 


It's moments like these. These moments of stillness after 
the storm, that life is all about. 


And | can’t wait for the moment that comes after I’m there 
with her holding her hand through the storm of childbirth, 
only to share another of these moments together for the first 
time...when I hold our child in my arms, just like how | hold 
her in my arms now. 


As | pull that baby close to my chest and let him or her 
knows he or she is mine and I’m never letting go. 


Just like I’m never letting go of her either. 
Not now. Not tomorrow. Not ever. 


Because she is mine and | am hers and finding that perfect 
match is what life’s all about. 


“I love you,” | say. 
“I love you,” she says as she wiggles her body, burying her 


nose up in the pocket where my neck attaches to my 
shoulder and | feel the warmth from her cheek on my skin 


and more importantly the warmth in her heart and the 
warmth inside of all of me that she’s given me. 


EP ILOGUE 


Gavin 
Next April 
“Excuse me, miss. Are you, Gracie McGregor?” 


When | booked the corner table at the white-tablecloth 
restaurant called Top of the Hub | was expecting exactly 
what they said on their website. 


New England’s Best View. Wonderful Everytime, 
Breathtaking Anytime. Soaring 52 floors above the Back 
Bay, Top of the Hub’s award winning cuisine, service and 
ambiance of comfortable sophistication blend with the 
serenity of Boston’s best skyline views to deliver a truly one- 
of-a-kind dining experience. 


Well, they were right. | definitely have New England’s, and 
the world’s for that matter, best view. 


But it wasn’t outside the window. 

It was sitting right next to me. 

My wife and my first child which is inside her beautiful belly. 
But | certainly hadn’t expected a “view” of some stranger 


coming up to our table. | don’t like other men approaching 
my wife the way this young man did. 


“lam,” she says. 


“Can |help you?” | say giving him a look that lets him know | 
am not fucking around. | can go feral really quick, especially 
when I’m with my pregnant wife and we're eating. You don’t 
come between a man and his meal, and you sure as hell 
don’t come between a man and his woman. Especially not 
this one. “And it’s Mrs., not Ms...and you're looking at the 
Mr” | say. 


“I’m very, very sorry to bother you, sir and Mrs.,” he says. | 
know I’m a public figure and | love my city so I try and stay 
calm and give this young man one chance to say what he’s 
got to say, even though | feel my fist balling up on top of the 
table. 


This better be good. 


“| study journalism at Boston University and | just want to 
say I’ve heard about all the Pulitzer Prize winners that have 
come from there, but I’ve never...I’ve never actually met 
one.” 


“I’m not a...” Gracie begins before she turns and looks at me 
her eyes opening wide as she realizes what month it is. 


My fist loosens and my attack reflex dissipates slightly as 
goosebumps cover my body after | see my wife’s arms 
covered with them at the realization at what this young man 
is Saying. 


“I’m watching the live stream right now. It’s on my phone if 
you want to see for yourself.” 


He hands his phone to my wife. And she looks at it. 


“You inspired me to study journalism,” he says. “After your 
story about,” he turns and looks at me, “Mr. McGregor. Sorry 
again to bother you and your family during dinner, sir.” 

| don’t say anything. | don’t like it, but the kid’s got 
manners and manners and respect get you far in this city... 
even if | am more than perturbed. 


Gracie hands the phone back to the young man and looks 
back at me. 


| take her face in my hands and kiss her hard right on the 
lips. 


“Oh my god,” she says. 

“You did it,” | say. 

“We did it,” she says. 

| wrap her up in a hug and hold her upper body as tight as | 
can, being careful to leave room at our stomach area, where 


| place my hand on hers. 


“He kicked,” I say. “He’s jumping for joy for his mom’s 
victory.” 


“Oh my god, Gavin,” she says. “Are you really gonna make 
all my dreams come true?” 


“You’re damn right | am.” 
She grabs my face and kisses me again. 


“Sorry, can | maybe get a picture,” the young man Says. 


| turn and look at Gracie and her eyebrows raise as she 
makes a small repetitive clapping motion with her hands. 


| stand and hold out my hand. He nervously places his 
phone in my hand and | walk around to the other side of the 
table. 


| put the phone in front of my face and prepare to take the 
shot. 


The young man leans in close and he puts his arm out 
around my wife, but leaves a good foot of space between her 
and his hand and arm. 


| lower the camera from my face level to my chest level, 
shaking my head. 


“Sorry,” he says and he quickly puts both hands behinds his 
back, holding one in the other. 


No way this guy is going to pose like he’s trying to claim my 
wife, let alone take a picture of it. Not to mention ask me to 
take the picture myself! 


| should break him in half right now just for trying, but | 
know he’s just nervous and excited and | know my wife is 
over the moon happy right now too. 


It’s her first public sighting and the first fan picture she’s 
taken. | know there are going to be a lot more so we both 
have to practice, myself included. 


l'Il never let another man put his arm around my wife, but | 
will let anyone who respects and admires her pose for a 
picture with her, if it’s okay with her. 


This is her moment after all. Not mine. Although every 
moment is really ours. We are an inseparable team. 


| snap the photo and the young man thanks us profusely 
before asking for a selfie with me. 


Just before he goes to take the pic | see Gracie out of the 
corner of my eye motioning that | should put my arm around 
him in something of a reversal of roles that he just tried. 


She almost gets me to laugh out loud, but | manage to keep 
it in until he goes back to his table. 


| motion to our waiter and he quickly comes to our table. 
“Yes, sir?” 

“How many bottles of champagne do you have in stock?” 
“Which brand, sir?” 

“The good stuff.” 

“Quite a few.” 

“A glass for everyone,” he says. 

“But sir, we’re at complete capacity this evening. All one 
hundred and forty-five seats in the restaurant, plus the one 
hundred and ninety seats in the lounge, and we have a 
corporate event on the skywalk observatory with over one 


thousand people at the moment.” 


“Then it looks like you’re going to walk out of here when 
your shift ends with one hell of a tip.” 


“Yes, sir!” the waiter says literally running from our table 
back to the kitchen. 


Once he pushes through the doors I swear I can hear him 
shout out something indecipherable, and that makes no 
sense, out of sheer joy. 


A few minutes later the stunned guests are asking the many 
waiters why they’re receiving a flute of champagne. All the 
eyes make their way towards our table. 


“Oh it’s her,” some people Say. 


“It’s the champ,” some others say, but each time someone 
looks to me I just slyly move my hand to my chest and point 
to my wife. 


Just as the waiter serves the last flute | raise mine in a toast. 


Suddenly a little boy wanders up to our table. He can’t be 
more than seven or eight years old. He’s holding some little 
book and a pencil. 


“Whatcha got there, buddy?” | ask. 


He looks at me inquisitively and I’m expecting him to ask for 
an autograph. Suddenly he walks around the table and to 
my wife and says. “I like to write my stories in this book. | 
want to be a writer one day. One like you. Can you please 
sign my book?” 


Every single woman in the place practically falls out of her 
chair as the boy says it loud enough that the microphone, 
which I didn’t notice behind me, picked up his words. 
Apparently the waiter sensed | wanted to make a speech or 


at least had a few words to share so he grabbed a 
microphone. 


| look out and see all the men offering their women 
handkerchiefs and then look back to see my wife sign her 
name in his little book. 

And my wife is also crying. 

“| told you you’d never cry as long as | lived,” | say. 

“They're tears of joy,” she says. “You sure? If you want...you 
know | still know how to throw a punch,” | say completely 


joking which makes the crowd bust out laughing. 


The little boy takes his signed book and comes around the 
table back to me. 


“I know how to fight too,” he says. “You better watch out.” 


| pull my hands back, showing him my palms. “I’m sorry, 
man.” 


“Being smart and being tough aren’t mutually exclusive you 
know.” 


“Mutually exclusive? Where did you learn a fifty-cent word 
like that?” 


“The story about you. | read it. All of it. | had to read ita 
few times, but | eventually figured it all out.” 


“I'd say you've got life pretty well figured out too, buddy,” | 
say rubbing the top of his head. 


He quickly grabs my wrist and spins around trying to twist 
my arm much to the delight of the crowd. 


| pretend like he’s got me in a lot of pain and I tap the table 
three times signaling I’m “tapping out” or “quitting” our 
fight. 


“See, you're not so tough,” he says and walks proudly back 
to his seat to absolute roars of laughter from the crowd who 
then start clapping followed by a standing ovation. 


| stand myself and waive away the microphone. | can 
project my voice with the best of them. 


| take my wife’s hand and help her out of her seat, her due 
date only a couple months away. 


“I can’t wait to have one of those,” she says. 


“| can’t wait to have ten of them,” | say much to the delight 
of the crowd. 


| take my wife’s hand and raise my champagne flute with my 
other. 


“Thank you for sharing in this very special moment with us. 
And | know in today’s day and age things get posted to the 
Internet quicker than I can sit back down, so | just want to 
say that when I say ‘you’ | mean the entire city of Boston. 
We love you all and we thank you. To the city’s latest 
Pulitzer Prize winner,” | say. “To Gracie!” 


“To Gracie!” everyone says and we all take a sip of 
champagne, except her. She gives it a sniff and throws it 
over her shoulder. 


| can’t help but laugh. 
| give her a big ol’ kiss and wrap her up in my arms. 


“Kiss! Kiss! Kiss!” the crowd chants as they tap their flutes 
with their silverware. 


“They must have missed our first one,” | say quietly in her 
ear. 


“Better for us,” she says. 
“I couldn’t agree more.” 


“Let’s give them what they want then,” she says as we share 
this incredible moment. 


“Which just so happens to be exactly what | want,” | say. 
“Me too,” she says. “Me too.” 


And our lips lock fifty-two feet above the Charles River, 
which winds its way through the city behind us. 


The city which we love, and where we love each other. 


Just two crazy Southie kids with those passionate Irish genes 
running wild inside us. 


While we celebrate our love and success knowing our 
greatest success lies in front of us...and inside her. 


My wife. My life. And soon to be the mother of our first 
child. 


She’s my everything. And she’s mine and mine alone. She 
belongs to this possessive Irishman and no one else. 


Forever. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Gracie 
Ten years later 


“Look, mom. A rose,” our daughter Roisin, pronounced ro- 
sheen, says. 


“Just like you!” | say. 


She’s bent over at the waist looking at it intently. When she 
hears my words her back straightens up and she smiles. 


The name Roisin literally means little rose. It’s been used in 
Ireland since way back in the sixteenth century. There was a 
period when Irish patriotic poetry and songs were outlawed 
in the country so Irish bands would disguise their 
nationalistic verses and love songs. In doing so they’d sing 
bout the Roisin Dubh, or “Dark Rosaleen,” as a poetic symbol 
for their country. 


We heard the name and we just fell in love with it and had to 
name our first little girl “little rose,” which is exactly what 
she’s like to us and our family. 


“Be carefully, Roisin. It has thorns,” our son, and first-born 
child, Oisin says. In Irish mythology Oisin, pronounced o- 
sheen, was a poet-hero and the son of the legendary warrior 
Fionn MacCool and the goddess Side. Since his father is 
most certainly a legendary warrior, and Gavin always refers 


to me as his “Goddess Gracie,” the name was also one we 
Saw and knew was the perfect fit instantly. 


Roisin looks at the rose and then runs over to Oisin, standing 
behind him with her hands on his back as if to say “protect 
me.” 


And just like his father, that’s exactly what Oisin has been 
doing since the minute his siblings were born. 


There’s Oisin, who’s ten. And then came along Roisin, who’s 
eight. 


After those two my husband and I really focused on building 
out two charity centers. One that focused on self-defense 
and another that focused on reading and writing. Juggling 
the both of them was time consuming to say the least, but 
incredibly rewarding. 


But nothing can compare to the rewards our family brings us 
and the joy they provide. 


| love my kids more than anything...except maybe Gavin. Of 
course it’s not a competition, but it’s just amazing to feel so 
much love in our home. 


Since Gavin retired he also spends a ton of time with the 
kids, and at the self-defense gym...where our older two kids 
often like to hang out. 


And then after we got our two charity centers running 
smoothly along came, Ciaran, pronounced kee-ran, and 
Ciara, pronounced kee-ra. 


Yeah, we kind of had our kids in two waves and named them 
pretty similarly. 


Considering we’re both “G” names it made sense to give the 
kids names that matched too...or at least we liked the idea. 


And this weekend in the Blue Hills Reservation, located 
across six thousand beautiful acres in Norfolk County, 
Massachusetts, is the first time we’ve brought five-year-old 
Ciaran and four-year-old Ciara along with us. 


And | immediately regret the decision the second | see what 
lies in front of us up the trail. 


Gavin places his arm out and then behind him as he lowers 
it to his waist. 


Just thirty yards in front is a big brown bear! 
The bear suddenly stands up on his hind legs and roars. 


Not to be outdone Gavin puts his hands over his head and 
roars right back! 


And as crazy as it sounds, Gavin’s roar is deeper, more 
resonant, and actually more terrifying...if | didn’t see the 
discrepancy in height and weight. 


| slowly and calmly make my way toward my children just 
like any “protective mama bear” would. But just as | get in- 
between them and the bear, Oisin gets in front of me and 
puts his hands on his hips before he mimics his dad and 
raises his hands and roars at the bear too. 


The bear comes down on all fours and Gavin looks straight 
up at the sky and roars continuously for what must be a full 
twenty seconds as his head moves in figure eights like a 
man possessed. 


The bear takes one look at that and turns and walks in the 
other direction. 


Gavin steps backward towards us. 


“Everyone...sloooowly in the G-wagon,” he says and all of us 
get into our Mercedes SUV. 


Except for Gavin who quickly dismantles our tent and 
gathers all our things and piles it into the back in what must 
be record time. 


But he does it so smoothly and calmly and without showing 
an ounce of fear. 


And | know it’s not an act. If anything he’s angry, which | 
can confirm from his body language when he jumps in and 
we drive away. 


“Dad, where did that bear come from,” Oisin says from the 
front passenger seat which is his on family trips like this. | 
sit in the back with the kids. 


“They're moving east, buddy. They’re getting pushed out of 
their habitat so they’re getting closer to living nearby 
people.” 


“What if he would have attacked us.” 

“He wouldn’t,” Gavin says. “I would never let that happen.” 
And his words aren’t just macho bravado either. | saw the 
massive can of pepper spray designed for bears that he had 


strapped to his waist this entire weekend. There’s nothing 
he won't do to protect his family. 


“So is the weekend over?” Oisin says. 


“We were going to pack up after that last hike anyways, 
buddy, so we're just leaving a few hours early.” 


“Can we do something else before we have to go to bed for 
school?” 


“I’ve got a special surprise for you all tonight,” Gavin says. 
| don’t even know what he’s talking about. 

“What’s the surprise, dad?” 

“If I tell you then it won’t be a surprise now will it?” 
“Pleeease,” he says. 

And I have to admit I’m a bit curious too. 


| see Gavin look in the rearview mirror at me and I give him 
an inquisitive look. He knows I’m curious too. 


“Promise to get all A’s this year?” 

“Promise,” Oisin says. “Same as last year.” 

“Remember, your word means everything where we come 
from,” Gavin says. “If you say you’re going to do something 
you do it...no ifs, ands, or butts.” 


“Always,” Oisin says. 


Gavin pauses. “Okay then. Your Aunt Emma is performing 
tonight. We’re going to go see her play.” 


“Yay!” Oisin says. 
“Boston Pops don’t perform this time of year,” | say. 


After Gavin's last fight Grady drove right over to Emma’s 
house and told her how he truly felt. How he didn’t want to 
live another day without her. 


And since that day they haven't. They got engaged and 
Grady moved back to Boston from Florida. 


And he and Emma gave our kids two cousins to play with 
whenever they want. 


And not long after they got engaged Emma got a call out of 
the blue from the conductor of the Boston Pops looking for a 
principal harpist. 


Emma was over the moon, as we all were. 


Just when she was ready to give up her dream of being an 
accomplished musician she gets the call of a lifetime. Years 
and years of playing gigs here and there for peanuts and her 
dream is fulfilled with one phone call. 


But | know it wasn’t one phone call...it was two. 


Gavin never said anything but | saw that conductor a month 
later at the gym in passing. | just caught a glimpse of him 
and then double-checked on the sign-in sheet. He’d 
scribbled his surname so it was illegible but the first name 
and the face matched. 


Gavin had called in a favor for his best buddy’s wife and 
never said a word about it. 


Which brought more than one tear to my eye. 
Gavin brings so much into all our lives. 


Happiness. Support. Confidence building. Security. 
Protectiveness. 


And lately he keeps bringing up the idea that we should 
have another baby. 


But | know how things work with us. One baby always leads 
to two, not that | have any objections to that...or that Gavin 
has one single objection to the body of a woman that’s 
fourteen years older than when he first fell in love with her, 
and four kids later. 

He can barely keep his hands off me to this day. 

Including now. 


He gets the G-wagon to cruising speed and puts his hand in- 
between the front seats and into the back placing it on my 


lap. 

| place my hand in his as he interlocks his fingers in mine. 
“Dad, is it safe to drive with one hand?” Oisin asks. 
“Definitely not,” Gavin says. “And | shouldn’t do it.” 
“Then why do you, dad?” 


“| could tell you because we're at cruising speed and | know 
the road up here. It’s straight and there’s not a car in 


sight...but that’s my logical explanation, but you want the 
real reason right?” 


“Yes,” Oisin says waiting with baited breath. 

“I can’t put it in words, son, but one day you'll meet a 
woman that you love so much you'll never want to take your 
hands off her. And you'll want to start a family with her just 
like your mom and | did. It will consume every thought you 
have and when it happens you'll wonder how you ever 
thought of anything else. How you ever survived without 
her.” 

“Are you sure, dad?” 

“One hundred percent.” 

“Girls my age have cooties.” 

“I want a cookie!” Ciara suddenly says. 


“I thought you were asleep already,” | say. 


“Not if there are cookies,” she says and we all laugh...except 
for her. 


“What’s so funny? Why are you laughing at me?” 
“We're laughing with you, sweetheart. You're funny.” 
“With me?” 


“Always, baby girl. One for all and all for one. We're all in 
this together. Always.” 


Ciara reaches her hand over from her car seat and places it 
on top of mine, and then all our other children do the same. 


Feeling the power of all our hands stacked there on top of 
each other sends a chill down my spine and fills my heart 
with love. 


And it’s only possible because of him. It’s all because of 
him...my possessive Irishman. 


“Can | have a cookie now?” Ciara asks and this time we all 
laugh together. 
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